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Author's Notes: 
Here is this year's Biffno. Basically | got the idea from Sonata Arctica's song “Cloud Factory". Though this fic is 
a much different premise it still has some of the ideas that Tony brings forth in the song. Kiitos paljon to Lia 


for the lookover :) 


Marko didn't want to be there. 
Anything other than standing outside of his father's bedroom door, waiting to go inside. 


He never got along with his father. Always wanted to go fast while his father wanted to go slow. Like oil and 


water. 
Not that his father was ever there to begin with. Obsessed with a factory that he owned. 


It was always about that damn factory with his father. 


Marko saw the outside of it once when he was a teenager and didn't think much of it. A dilapidated building 


with missing windows and weeds growing all around it. 

What was so special about that? 

Marko had no idea, but his father had fallen ill and he could only guess what he would tell him. 
The door creaked open to reveal his mother. "He's ready for you." 

He sighed and walked inside, closing the door behind him. 
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The room was dark from the drawn curtains, casting away the afternoon sun. Marko's father looked deathly 


pale, propped up by pillows from behind. He watched his son walk slowly forward and sighed. "I have a request." 
Marko glanced up with a frown. "A request?" 
He coughed into a closed hand and nodded. "Yes. | need for you to watch over the factory.” 


Marko groaned and shook his head. "Why is it always about that damn factory? It's nothing more than an old 
building with nothing inside." 


"You don't understand what you're talking about." 


Marko snorted and spread his hands wide. "Then tell me what's so special about a building that should have 


been torn down years ago?" 


His father coughed into his hand once more. "We're not here to argue. You're the only one who can take it 


over." 
"Why? Because mother is too busy caring for you?" 


He sighed. "Because you're my son - it automatically goes to you. As much | would love to give it to someone 


else, anyone else for that matter, it has to be you." 
Marko opened his mouth to protest but his father put up his hand to stop him. 
"This is not a discussion, Marko. You will take it over." 


Marko sighed. "What do | have to do?" 


"Just show up Monday morning at 7:45am. Ahti will tell you the rest" 


FEKE EE KK 


Marko laid in bed long after seeing his father. He couldn't sleep at all, what with his upcoming visit to the 
factory and his father's request to go there in the first place. 


He was always asking so much of Marko and giving him so litte in return. It was the pain of being an only child. 


You were either ignored and abandoned or expected to do what they told you at all times. 


Marko sighed, shifting to his side and looking into the darkness of his room. He didn't want to do what his 
father asked. The last place he wanted to be was that falling apart factory. 


But there was something deeper than that. 


Something in his chest tightened at the thought of going to the factory and he didn't know what it was. He'd 


been there only once and that was just standing outside the fence. 


And yet something ate away at him when he thought about it for longer than a minute. A deep unrest of 


some sort, calling to him and never letting him forget about it. 
Forget about what? 


He sighed, closing his eyes and burrowing deeper into his bed covers. Whatever it was, it would go away after 
he fell asleep. 


That much he was sure of. 


FERE EE KK 


Marko flicked his cigarette butt to the side and opened the large metal gate surrounding the factory. He 
shuffled forward, shutting the gate behind him and staring up at the three story building. 


It was just like he remembered from when he was younger. The building still looked like it was about to fall 
apart at the seams. There were more broken windows on every level, pigeons and other birds shuffling around 
in and out of them. The area in front of the entrance which used to be paved was cracked and broken, leaving 


deep grooves of dirt with weeds to grow in between. 


Marko shook his head, wondering why his father wanted him to watch over something that looked like it was 
about to implode at any moment. He was about to turn around and just leave when the front door of the 


factory opened. 


A middle-aged man with short reddish brown hair walked outside and looked around the area before stopping 


on Marko's form. "My goodness, you've grown a lot since | last saw you." 


Marko frowned, shuffling toward him. "Who are you? I've never met you before in my life." 


The man smiled, shaking his head slightly. "My name is Ahti, and yes we've met before. Though you were just 


a young lad back then, no more than five or six." 


Marko stared at the man in confusion. "I don't remember that. The only time I've seen this building was when | 


was a teenager. Waiting outside the gates for my father to come out." 


Ahti motioned for Marko to follow him inside. “That's because you grew up. Memory tends to fade over time 


unless you live it on a regular basis." 

‘Memory of what?" 

Ahti smiled, his eyes twinkling in the dim entry way. "You'll soon find out" 

JE BRE EEK Æ 

The inside of the factory was even more decrepit than the outside. Rusty metal machines either sat half 


covered under gray cloths or numerous cobwebs. The whole area was void of any life, save for random birds 


and rodents wandering around the floor in search of food. 
Marko turned to Ahti. "What is this? It's not a factory, but some old abandoned building." 


Ahti laughed and pulled Marko by the wrist toward a black door. "Don't always trust what your eyes see at 


first. Sometimes it's deceiving." 


Marko opened his mouth to say more, but instead watched Ahti touch a metal panel beside the black door. The 


doors pinged open to reveal a metal elevator. 
Ahti walked inside, still pulling Marko along. "Come on, we don't want to be late." 


The inside of the elevator had no controls or buttons to push for the floors. Just shiny metal sides adorned 


the four corners of it. 


Marko looked around confused after the doors closed. "How is there a working elevator in the middle of an 


abandoned warehouse?" 


Ahti chuckled and leaned back against one of the walls. "Like | said before, sometimes things aren't what they 
appear to be." 


Marko frowned and then jerked back against the wall when the elevator moved. 


Except it didn't move up and down like a traditional elevator would, it lurched from side to side and diagonally 


all at once. 


Marko cried out, pawing at the smooth walls for something to hold onto. "What the hell is going on? | want 
of fl" 


Ahti braced himself on the back wall and snorted at Marko's behavior. "You can't get off until it reaches its 


destination. I's a one way trip, so to speak" 


Just as Marko was about to protest further the elevator jerked to a stop, propelling Marko to the ground 
with a thud. 


Ahti moved away from the back wall and stared down at Marko. "Here we are." 
Marko glanced up in time for the elevator doors to open, revealing a large metal staircase outside. 


Ahti stepped out of the elevator and turned around. "Come on, Marko. You don't want to miss the start of the 
shift." 


Marko groaned and pushed himself up, brushing off his dark blue suit. "Where are we going now?" 
Ahti pointed to the staircase descending out of nowhere. "Up." 


Marko turned around as the doors closed, the outline of the elevator vanishing into the wall. He shuffled back 


to feel the wall for the elevator doors, but there were none to be found 

Ahti called from above. "Come on, Marko. We need to keep going!" 

Marko stepped away from the wall with a frown on his face. "Where did the elevator go?" 
"Back where it came from. Come on" 


Marko stopped to stand next to the staircase. He made the mistake of looking down over the railing, and 


Ahti was quite a bit above him now, his voice sounding like it was a block away. "Marko, get up here now!" 
Marko shook his head, body glued to the back wall. "No way!" 


Ahti laughed, his voice tumbling down the staircase with each step. "Suit yourself. Though the stairs are about 
to disappear. Have fun on that landing and no way to get back down" 


Marko cursed under his breath, moving a little ways forward and calling out, "Stairs can't disappear!" 


As if on cue the bottom step started to flicker and then disappeared from existence. Marko watch in horror 
as the next step did as well. He ran and jumped up to meet with the third step when it started to flicker, 
grabbing onto the staircase railing with a death grip. 

He hurried up the stairs, never looking down and muttering curses the whole way up. 


9 REE EK 


Marko panted up the towering staircase. It seemed to go on for miles, but he didn't dare to look down to find 
out this time. He stopped to pull off his suit coat and sling it over his arm to carry up. 


"You still coming, Marko? Its almost time!" 

Marko grit his teeth, brushing sweat out of his eyes and continuing to climb. "Yes! It's a lot of steps to climb." 
Ahti's laugh carried down the staircase. "You'll get used to it over time." 

Marko rolled eyes, vowing to never do this again. 


Eventually Marko reached to where Ahti was standing. He snorted at Marko's disheveled appearance. "You 


might want to ditch the suit. Its not really suitable up here anyway." 


Marko pushed past Ahti to walk down the metal corridor. "Yeah well, no one told me I'd be climbing up a 


staircase to nowhere!" 


Ahti grinned and shuffled forward to walk beside Marko. "We have to be up this far. It would be folly to do 


otherwise." 

Marko frowned and turned to Ahti. "Just how far up are we? | swear | traveled a mile up those stairs." 
Ahti winked and approached the door at the end of the hall. "A great many more than that 

"| don't understand." 

Ahti nodded, checking his watch and pushing the door open. "You will" 

SRK RB EK 


They shuffled inside in time to see a gathering of people circled around a man with long brown hair and a 


twinkle in his eye. 


The man grinned and held his arms in the air, singing a jaunting tune for the workers. "Isn't it fun at the end 


of the day, when everyone looks like meeeee!" 


Marko stared in horror as everyone in the room's face changed into the man's face. He blinked a few times 


and they were back to normal. 

The man winked and finished off the song, "Here in the cloud factory!" 
All of the men surrounding him cheered, raising their hands in the air. 
Ahti rolled his eyes, mumbling under his breath, "Always the show off" 


The man took off his hat and bowed several times, laughing at the cat calls and cheers when he sauntered 


away from them. He stopped short when he spotted Marko above. "Make!" 
Marko stared at him, recognizing the nickname he hadn't been called since he was a kid. "How.." 


The man raced up the steps and pulled Marko into his arms. "Make! You've come back to us again. I've missed 


you so much’ 
Marko stood there stiff as a board while the man held him tight 

The man pulled back and frowned. "Make? What's the matter? You look like you don't know who | am?" 
Marko shook his head. "I don't know who you are" 

The man glanced over at Ahti. "Is this true?" 


Ahti sighed and nodded. "Yes, and he's now in charge of the factory until his father recovers." He turned to 
Marko. "This is Tony.” 


Marko looked at Tony. "How do you know my old nickname?" 


Tony grinned. "Because when you were a child, | used to take you around the factory." He motioned to Marko. 


"You've grown older since | last saw you." 
Marko frowned, but said nothing. 
Tony shrugged, "But then again, so have |" He took off his hat and scrunched up his face. "Damn gray hairs!" 


Marko's eyes widened, seeing the gray hairs at Tony's temples magically turn to brown again before his eyes. 


Tony giggled, replacing his hat and folding his arms across his chest. "You always loved when | did magic for 


you. | could entertain you for hours with it while your father was in charge of the factory." 
"Magic? You're a magician?" 


Before Tony had a chance to answer, the factory came to life. Machines and huge wheels turned on the floor, 


workers cranking large pulleys and humming along to the tune Tony sang earlier. 

Marko walked around Tony to stare down at the factory floor. "What do we make here?" 
Tony raised an eyebrow at Ahti. "You haven't told him?" 

Ahti snorted and stood beside Marko. "I haven't had the chance. We're a cloud factory: 
Marko turned to Ahti. "Cloud factory? | don't understand" 


Tony stood on the other side of Marko, laying his hand on Marko's shoulder. "Its just what it sounds like. We 
make clouds for the world. All different types. Pink ones and blue ones and everything in between 


“But..but..how do we make clouds? | thought that was done by nature." 


Tony grinned and leaned against Marko's body. “That's what they want you to think. They don't want to believe 


in magic like we do." 
Marko turned his head to stare into Tony's dark brown eyes. "Did my father believe in magic?" 


Tony breathed deeply, his eyes focusing on Marko's lips, "Yes, of course. You have to believe in order to run it. 


And soon you will too." 
Ahti rolled his eyes and grabbed Marko by the arm. "We should get started." 


Marko turned back to see Tony watch him as he walked away. He swallowed hard and pushed it out of his 


mind. 
RR RK 
Ahti motioned for Marko to sit down in an office away from the factory. "You look dazed" 


Marko shook his head, motioning around the room with his hands. "I don't remember any of this. You, him, or 


the inside of this factory." 


Ahti sat down beside him on the couch. "Yes, | know. It happens when you're not exposed to it, though your 


memory will come back. It has to for this place to stay alive. One believer is what runs it” 


"Believer?" 


Ahti nodded. "Yes, believer. One person to believe in what we do, one person to have hope in this world. Without 
that, it won't work properly.” 


Marko frowned, getting up from the couch and pacing. "| don't understand any of this! Who the hell makes 
clouds? Wasn't that mother nature's job?" 


Ahti shook his head. "Its not that kind of clouds. These are clouds for wishes, dreams, hopes, and desires. 
Instead of clouds, think of dreams instead. We grant dreams to those who believe." 


Marko sat back down, looking at the floor and playing with his hands. "What if | never believe?" 
"Then this factory will cease to exist.” 

AIK 

Marko toured the factory, a frown covering his face. 

Workers manned cranks and wheels around him, not noticing the disappointment all over his face 
That is, except Tony. 


Tony glanced up from his perch and sighed, watching Marko wander aimlessly through the area. He jumped off 
and walked forward to greet him. "Make? What's wrong?" 


Marko sighed and motioned to the area around them. "I don't remember any of this. The whole factory is 
supposedly held by my beliefs and | don't have any." He stopped to ball up his fists at his sides. "I hate this 


damn place!" 


Work halted all around them, machines grinding to a stop and the lights flickering overhead. The workers stared 
at Marko with disbelief. 


Tony grabbed Marko's arm and pulled him off the floor. 
Ahti shook his head at Marko, and then called out to the men below, "Get back to work!" 
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Marko was dragged to somewhere off the factory floor. He glanced around at the doors with various names 


under them. "Where are we going?" 


"To somewhere that's not going to ruin their work. You can't say stuff like that on the floor. They feed off 


you, and your negativity could ruin the whole thing!" 

Marko pulled his hand away and stopped walking. "What do you care?" 
Tony blinked at him. "About you or the factory?" 

"Either: 


Tony sighed and leaned against the wall. "Its my life, Make. Without it | cease to exist just like this factory. Its 
the only thing | have in my life that brings me joy.’ 


Marko stared at the ground. "| have nothing that brings me joy." 


Tony frowned and moved over to touch Marko's shoulder. "You could if you let it. Stop feeling anger toward 


your father and this factory, and just experience as it is. Wonder and joy will come naturally.” 


Marko snorted, shaking his short hair. "That's easy for you to say. All you do is entertain the masses with 


parlor tricks." 


A flash of anger appeared in Tony's eyes as he grabbed Marko's arm again to pull him forward. "Yeah well, at 
least it's better than being bitter every day of my life." 


Marko tried to pull away again but Tony held fast. "Where are you taking me?" 
"A place where you can remember what it's like to be happy again!" 
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Tony stopped in front of a door painted in blue, yellow, and red stripes. He smiled as he touched the name on 
the outside. "| haven't been in this room in years." 


Marko tried to yank his arm back while Tony was distracted. 


Tony rolled his eyes and dragged Marko inside, shutting the door behind him. "You're not leaving this room until 


you start to believe again 
Marko was about to protest until he looked around the room. 


The whole room was painted in brilliant colors with dinosaurs, flowers and other drawings adorning the bottom 


half of every wall. 


Marko shuffled forward to look at the child's drawings on the table. He bent down and picked one up. A frown 


covered his face at reading the name Marko scrawled on the bottom right of the drawing. 


Tony stood beside him. "| remember that one. You wanted to be an astronaut for a while. Alll you would draw 


were rocket ships to go to the moon" 
Marko put the drawing back. "That's not mine." 


Tony sat down on the beanbag chair, giggling slightly when it sunk down with his weight. "All of the drawings in 


this room are yours. It was..or rather still is your room, Make. This is where we played while you were here." 


Marko wandered over to inspect the small bed and chest of drawers along the far right corner of the room. 


He pulled one open to reveal small clothes folded neatly inside 

Tony leaned back on the chair and watched him. "You try so hard to forget these times. Why?" 

Marko shut the dresser drawer and turned around to face Tony. "Because all they fill me with is pain" 
Tony frowned. "You were never in pain with me. Always so happy to see me and play” 

"| don't remember that. Or you for that matter" 


Tony got out of the beanbag chair and stood behind Marko. "Maybe you've worked so hard to forget this or 


me. | can only tell you that you were here with me back when you were five and six" 

Marko blinked and turned around. "Only five and six?" 

Tony nodded. "Yes, only those two ages. | wanted to see you later, but things didn't work out that way" 
Marko snorted "My father wouldn't allow it" 


Tony bit his lip and touched Marko's shoulder. "You have to realize something, Make. If you stay here too long, 


you can never leave. Maybe your father was afraid that you would never leave this place and kept you away.” 
"Or maybe he wanted to keep me away from you. Did you ever think of that?" 


Tony sighed, rubbing at Marko's tense shoulder. "Yes, you're probably right. Especially when | saw you outside 
the factory as a teenager, relegated to waiting for your father to leave." 


Marko stared at Tony. "You saw me outside that day?" 
"From the top floors of the other building. | felt you and wandered around until | found you." Tony glanced away 


with tears in his eyes. "Except | can't leave this building so there was no way to get to you. To wipe away the 


frown etched on your face." 


Marko looked out of the window of the room, watching some clouds roll by. "| waited for hours that day. He 


never came out and | wandered home after dark" 

Tony laid his head on Marko's shoulder. "Then you started to hate this place." 

A sigh escapes Marko's lips. "He was always here and never home." 

"And you needed him?" 

Marko rubbed at his eyes and shook his head. "No. | never needed anyone." 

Tony pulled Marko into his arms, stroking his short hair and whispering, "I don't believe you." 
Marko let himself be held until a knock on the door sounded. 

FREKKE 

They moved apart and Tony shuffled over to open the door. 

Ahti sighed and looked around the room. "I should have known you'd be in here." 


Tony snorted. "And where else do you expect him to remember who he was? Might as well start from the 


beginning." 
Ahti glanced over at Marko, who was staring at the drawings on the walls. "Does he remember anything?" 


Tony shook his head. "Not yet, but he will. Just let me help him. I'm sure | could get him to remember all of 
this." 


Ahti's eyebrow rose. "And not just yourself?" 

Tony flushed. "What's that supposed to mean?" 

"You know very well that | mean, Tony. His father's instructions were very strict when it came to you! 
Marko glanced up. ‘My father told you to keep me away from Tony? Why?" 

Tony raised an eyebrow at Ahti. "Yes, why pray tell can't | spend time with him?" 

Ahti blustered. "It doesn't matter why! | follow his instructions to the letter, unlike yourself" 


Marko shook his head. "He's not in charge here - | am. And | would like to spend more time with Tony." 


Tony hid the grin crossing his lips. 


Ahti sighed and reached out to grab Marko's arm. "You're not in charge until you believe. Now come with me 


so | can explain the factory to you." 


Marko caught Tony's eyes when he was rushed out of the room. He sighed at the sadness that covered Tony's 


face. 


AIK 

Marko watched Ahti point at the various parts of the warehouse, explaining them in detail, but he was only 
half listening. Tony was all he could think about, the look of sadness on his face as Marko was ushered out of 
the room. Like he'd experienced it before many times in the past. 

Instead of Ahti pulling him out, it was his father. 


It always came down to his father in the end. His father that brought him here and then took him away again. 


Little wisps of memories appeared in Marko's head. Memories of him as a child crying and being led away from 


Tony and that room - his sanctuary alone with Tony. 
But why Tony? Why not some other colorful character from the factory? 


Marko tried hard to remember anyone else being there, but all he could come up was faceless men working 


the machines. 

"Marko?" 

He jerked back and flushed at Ahti's intense stare. "Yeah?" 

Ahti rolled his eyes. "You didn't hear a word | just said, did you?" 

Marko ducked his head. "Um, no." 

Ahti sighed. "Let me guess, you were thinking about Tony?" 

Marko flushed again. "Kind of. | keep seeing these things, like dreams of being led away from Tony as a kid." 
Ahti put his hands on the railing. "They're memories, not dreams." He sighed and looked out into the factory 
floor. "You were getting too close to Tony. That's why your father took you away. Tony was all you would talk 


about as a kid and how you would be going back to see him again 


"| was in love with him?" 


Ahti winced at the phrasing. "More like adoration. Tony wasn't that kind of person, he genuinely adored you." He 
sighed and played with his hands. "And you're not the first person Tony has dazzled. Your grandfather had an 


older son named Elias who succumbed to Tony's adoration" 
Marko frowned. "What happened to him?" 
"He died in a fire.” 


Marko blinked. "Here?" 


Ahti shook his head. "No, in a car fire outside. Tony tried to get to him, determined to use his powers to fix 
the damage, but he can't leave this place. He watched him, like all of us did, die without being able to help him." 


Marko blinked. "Why haven't | heard of this other son? My father never mentioned a brother named Elias." 


Ahti let out a trapped breath. "Your father would be angry at me for telling you this, but they erased 


everything about him from their lives. He was an embarrassment to the family." 
"Wait, if Tony was messing around with my grandfather's son, he'd be over... 
Ahti interrupted him. "Time is different here. It doesn't go like your reality does." 
"That's why he hates his gray hair so much." 


Ahti chuckled. "It is a sore spot for Tony. He'd rather be the same age over and over again instead of showing 


his real age." 
"The same age he met Elias at" 


Ahti gaped at Marko. "I. never thought about it like that. Tony trying to keep himself at that very moment he 
met Elias. | wouldn't put it past him." 


Marko sighed, a frown covering his face. "And that's why my father wants me to stay away from Tony. He 
thinks I'll end up like his dead brother." 


"There's more to it than that, but that is one reason." 
Marko glanced over at Ahti. "What are the other reasons?" 
Ahti opened his mouth just as the music started up again. 


Marko watched again as Tony performed the song once more, adding more lyrics and flourishes. The audience 


ate it up, hanging on his every word. 
And they weren't the only ones. 
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Tony glanced up at Marko and sighed. The frown was still there, etched deep into his beautiful face. He wanted 
to help him, to make the pain go away. 


But there were limits to his powers. 


They were only temporary for one. Enough to dazzle an audience of his peers and a young Marko, but that 
was about it. 


He didn't have the power to stop time or change the past. Or even make someone smile anymore. 


Seeing Marko like that hurt Tony deeply, like he'd somehow failed to help Marko along the way. It didn’t help 
matters that they had been separated for decades. Marko wasn't a small boy anymore, now an adult of thirty. 


Just like Elias had been 


Tony pushed that memory of his past away. There was no use in dwelling on it anymore. Nothing more could 


come of something that happened almost forty-five years ago. 


Still, it was always there. Haunting him, calling out to him in his nightmares every night. He couldn't forget it no 
more than he could go back in time and save Elias from his horrible fate. 


No, the only way he could deal with it was to push it to the side and focus on the present. 
Namely Marko. 

SRB EB EE 

Marko laid on top of his bed covers, staring at the white colored ceiling 


He wasn't in his childhood room, but in a new one they'd given him next door to it. Not that Marko had any 


desire to go into that room again. 


All it did was unleash a deep pain from within that he couldn't quite put his finger on. Had he repressed 
something bad? 


Was it from the factory? From Tony? From his father? 


He didn't know what it was and it bugged him. This whole day bugged him. The more he learned about himself 
and this factory, the more he wanted to just get away. He didn't need the constant pressure of always 
believing in something that he didn't even believe in in the first place. 

Would he finally believe? What would happen if he never did? Would it all really vanish into thin air? 

And then there was Tony. 

It always seemed to come back to Tony. This neverending want to be with him confused Marko. He couldn't 
understand the powerful draw Tony had over him. Like life itself would cease to exist if they weren't together 
in some way. 

He had to know what it was. 

And the only way to know that was to confront Tony. 

IK 

Tony's eyebrow arched when he heard a knock on his door. He got off his bed and wandered over to open it. 
Marko stared back at him from the doorway, nervous hands twitching at his sides. 

Tony motioned for him to come in, closing the door behind him. 

Marko turned around to face him. "I don't know why l'm here." 

Tony reached out to stroke the side of Marko's face. "You've grown up so well." 


Marko swallowed hard, unwilling to push Tony's hand away. "Why am | drawn to you?" 


Tony grinned and cupped Marko's face with both hands to pull him closer. "We have a kind of connection you 


and |. It's been a long while since we were together, but the connection is still there. It's a part of us." 
"But there's more than that" 


Tony chuckled, stroking the sides of Marko's stubbly face. "There's always more than that. The last time was 


when you were a Teenager." 
Marko blinked fast, looking deep into Tony's eyes. "When | was a teenager?" 


"Yes, we were together. Well, in your dreams at least. We had some interesting moments back then" Tony's 


fingertips brushed over Marko's lips. "I can't forget them and | bet you can't either." 


Marko swallowed hard, Tony's hands moving down his body to rest on his chest. "You have me confused with 


someone else." 

Tony shook his head, leaning in to hover over Marko's lips. "No Make, you're the same one. Back then you were 
a confused teenager, desperate for someone who understood you. Your father didn't and neither did your 
mother." His eyes drifted shut, breathing in Marko's scent. "But | did. | gave you what you couldn't find in real 
life - a release from your daily frustrations at home and school." 

Marko's eyes drifted shut, his lips parting at the memory. 

Tony grinned and stroked Marko's chest. "You do remember it. And what we did back then?" 

Marko's arms wrapped around Tony's body, pulling him flush to his own. "Yes." 

"Just say the word and I'll stop. Do you want me to stop, Make?" 


Marko gasped, Tony's hand sliding down over his hard cock. "No." 


Tony smiled, getting down on his knees and pulling Marko's suit pants with him. "Good, because I've waited for 


so long." 


Marko's eyes opened. He looked down at Tony, gasping for a breath and reaching out to touch Tony's curly hair. 
"Me too." 


FEKE KE KK 


Marko's body was on fire, burning so hard it blinded him. He pushed into that warm mouth over and over 


again, feeling it welcome and swallow him whole. 


His shaking hands pushed Tony away from his crotch, hauling him up to his feet. Tony opened his mouth to 
say something but was cut off by Marko's. 


Marko held Tony tight, feeling the shiver run through Tony's body into his own. He got off on it, everything 
Tony was doing with his hands did. 


He half wondered if he was losing his mind - to Tony, to everything. 
Tony gasped on his lips, grinning and looking into Marko's eyes. "Have you ever been with a man?" 
Marko flushed, embarrassed at his lack of experience. 


It doesn't matter anyway. | can teach you," said Tony on Marko's lips. 


Marko pulled at Tony's clothes. He was too dressed for Marko's liking. 

"My, we are impatient.” 

Marko growled and claimed Tony's lips again, rubbing his body on Tony's to feel him. 

Tony chuckled when they pulled apart. "You want to claim me?" 

Marko grunted, pawing at Tony's clothes with urgency and tossing them to the floor. 

Tony held Marko's face in his hands. "Then claim me." 

Marko's body moved on its own Hands pushed Tony around so his back was to him and pulled him close. 
One thrust was all he needed, 

And both men cried out together. 

Marko thrust hard, unable to control the pent up need raging inside. He didn't want to hurt Tony, but he 
couldn't wait any longer. The deep seated urge was rampant in his mind. The need to claim what was his, once 


and for all. 


Tony let him, welcoming him inside and making him whole again. The random words of lust escaping his parted 


lips only pushed Marko on to go faster. 


The room blurred around their bodies, transporting them to somewhere else. Another plane of existence, 


another world. 
Marko paid it no heed, too busy losing his mind to the sensations to care. 
They rocked in time to each other until something had to snap. And the first to be claimed was Tony. 


Marko could feel Tony go, jerking in his arms and arching away from him. It forced him go faster, urging him 


on until he was overtaken too. 


He leaned back and screamed, every part of his body contracting all at once. His mind screamed too, as 


memories of being together with Tony as a teenager came rushing back. 


Marko pushed Tony away, collapsing on the floor. He curled in on himself, sobbing at the memories coming back 


into his head along with the pain of Tony leaving him. 


Tony scrambled down to the floor, stoking Marko's head. "Make? What's wrong?" 


Marko curled tighter into himself, afraid to open his eyes. Afraid to awaken and Tony not being there. 


He didn't want to face it again. 


Chapter 2 


Tony managed to get Marko up on his bed and under the covers. He whispered soothing words as Marko 


continued to cry within the folds of the blanket. "I think | know what you're remembering.’ 

Marko buried the side of his face into a nearby pillow. 

Tony sighed and stroked Marko's hair, a frown covering his face. "As | said, we have a connection Except it 
only lasts so long. When it goes, the pain is unbearable. That void you didn't even know existed is ripped wide 
open and left gaping." 


Marko rolled over to side, away from Tony's hand. 


| can't take your pain away, Make. | can't even take my own pain away. All| can do is offer myself to help you 


through this." 

Marko lifted his head and mumbled, "And then you'll leave me again" 

Tony shook his head. "No, not this time. | left you last time becouse we didn't have any real contact to keep it 
alive. That one moment of me seeing you outside the factory as a teenager was enough to start a 
subconscious connection - only existing in dreams." 


"You..you were just gone. l.l tried so hard to get you back, but you never came back." 


Tony touched Marko's arm. "I didn't mean to leave you, Make. | was stupid enough to think the connection would 


last longer than it did, that you would somehow come back to the factory - back to me." 
"| hated this place. | would have never come back." 


Tony reached over to pull Marko around to face him again. "But you did come back. Even if it was a request 


from your father, you came back. To the factory - to me." 
"| should have said no. Stand up to him somehow and just tell him no." 


Tears gathered in Tony's eyes. "Make, you need to forget the anger you have for your father. Whatever he's 
done or did in the past, is just the past. It can't hurt you anymore." 


Marko blinked a few tears out of his eyes. "It's not so easy." 


Tony smiled, rubbing away the tears on Marko's face. "Nobody ever said it was. You have five days to find 


yourself and be ready to take over for him." 


"He will come back" 
Tony shook head, tears welling up in his eyes. "No, his job is done. Its your turn now." 
Marko stared at Tony. "Why isn't he coming back?" 


Tony bit his lip to stop it from quivering. "He's dying, Make. The doctors have only given him a few days to 
live. He might.might already be gone." 


Marko sat up in bed, the covers falling off his naked body. "| have to see him." 


Tony touched Marko's arm. "You can't leave, you have to stay here. That's why he asked you do this. Without 


one of you here, this place disappears. We all disappear.” 
"But | will never see him again," muttered Marko, rubbing at his face. 


Tony pulled Marko into his arms, holding him tight and whispering, "lm sorry." 


SRK EEK 

Ahti knocked on Marko's door, checking the watch on his other hand as he waited. Quarter to eight, it read 
He frowned and knocked again 

No answer. 

Ahti sighed and turned the knob, knowing that it probably wasn't locked. He stepped inside the room and gaped. 


Nothing had been disturbed. The bed was still made and Marko's clothes for today were in a pile on top of his 
dresser just like Ahti left them last night. 


The frown deepened on this face. 

This meant he was somewhere else. With someone else. 

Ahti groaned, knowing exactly who Marko was with. He exited the room and headed for Tony's. 
OIE 


Tony shuffled around in bed, a knocking sound pounding in his head. He blinked his eyes awake when he realized 


it wasn't in his head but someone knocking on the door. 


Tired hands reached for his bathrobe beside the bed and put it on before opening the door. 
Tony's eyes widened when he saw who was there. "A-ahti?" 


Ahti pushed Tony to the side and walked into the room. He sighed at the various clothes strew across the 
room, flung away in a hurry. "You just had to, didn't you?" 


Tony spread his hands to the side. "He showed up at my door last night. You really expected me to just say no 
and leave him depressed like that?" 


Marko moaned from the bed, hands patting around on top for something. 


Tony moved away from Ahti and walked over to the bed. He reached out to touch Marko's hand. "I'm here, 
Make." 


Marko blinked a few times and frowned. "You are?" 
Tony nodded. "Of course. | told you | would never leave you again" 
Ahti glanced at his watch. Ten until eight. "We don't have much time, it's almost eight." 


Tony swore and moved away from Marko to rummage in his drawers for clean clothes. "My alarm didn't go 


off" 

Marko sat up in bed and looked at Ahti. "Is he dead?" 

Ahti blinked in confusion. "Is who dead?" 

"My father. Tony told me he was dying," 

Ahti groaned at Tony's direction "Why did you tell him that?" 

Tony put on some pants before answering. "Because he needed to know!" 

Marko looked down at the bed, twisting a piece of the bedspread between his fingers. "So, is he?" 


Ahti shook his head. "No, he's still alive. You'll know when he passes, as this place might change if you still don't 


believe in it" 
"Will it disappear instantly?" 


Ahti sat down on the edge of the bed "No, but some things might start to fail or not work properly. It won't 
happen in the blink of eye, it's gradual. Though by the end of the five days, it will cease to exist” 


"Unless | believe." 


Ahti nodded and got up when Tony finished getting dressed. He motioned to Marko. "Come on, we need to get 
you dressed." 


Marko shuffled past Tony without a word, grabbing his clothes off the floor and heading for the door. He 
turned back to look at Tony. "Um, thanks for being there." 


Tony smiled. "Always." 

Marko was dragged out by Ahti and the door closed again 

Tony bit his lip and pushed his emotions to the side. 

Now wasn't the time to fall apart. 

FEEF KKK 

Marko stared out into the factory and frowned. "What do | here? Stand around and watch every day?" 
Ahti chuckled and started to walk away. "No, come with me. Its time you learned your role here." 


Marko followed along, noticing that they bypassed the office from before and instead went into one two doors 


down from it. "Aren't we going in the other office?" 

"No, that's my office." He stopped to unlock the door. "Here's your office." 

Marko stopped at the threshold, overtaken by another memory. "I can't go in there." 
Ahti's eyebrow rose. "Why not?" 

‘Father always told me no. It was off limits and not for young boys to see." 


Ahti snorted and pulled Marko inside the office so he could close the door. "You're not a little kid anymore, 
Marko. | think it's safe now." 


Marko looked around the office, remembering the bookshelves on the sides and the big wooden desk in the 
middle. "He..he would yell at me from that desk. Telling me to not play on the factory floor, that it was 


dangerous." 


Ahti sighed and sat on the chair in front of it. "The memories will continue to pop up over the next couple 


days. Its part of the believing process. To shed what has been built up inside." 


Marko frowned, shaking his head. "I don't think I'm strong enough to forget." 


"You don't have to forget anything, just don't repress it. Otherwise it will come back later and you'll be unable 


to focus." 

Marko sat in the chair beside Ahti. "You place too much value on me. | can't cut everything off like he did” 
"Does. He's not dead yet, Marko." Ahti motioned to the chair behind the desk. "There's your chair." 

Marko shook his head. "No, | don't want to sit in it. There can't be a rule that says | have to." 

Ahti opened his mouth and then closed it. "Fair enough, I'll get another chair for you." 


Marko got up from the chair and wandered over to the bookcases. He chose a book with a red spine and 


opened it. The pages were blank. 


"Don't bother to look at those. Nothing will show up yet. ts only when I've trained you that those come alive 
so to speak" 


Marko frowned, replacing the book and asking again. "What do | do here?" 


Ahti sighed, "It's a complicated question. | mean, everyone has their own hopes and dreams without us, but 


sometimes they need a little help. That's where you come in. To give them dreams and desires to hope for." 
Marko stared at Ahti. "Huh?" 


Ahti smiled and motioned Marko back over to where he was sitting. "I'll explain the best | can, but first you 
need to see this." 


Marko sat down next to Ahti and looked at the papers he was holding. "What..are these my drawings?" 


Ahti nodded. "Yes, just to give you some examples of ones your father added during his time. He noticed what 
you were wishing for or wanted to become and added it to the list.” 


Marko snorted "Can | add ‘son who won't end up hating his father later in life' to the list?" 


"Actually you're a few generations too late for that one. Your great great grandfather already added that to 
the list." 


Marko stared at Ahti. "There's always been a line of sons in our family that have hated their fathers?" 


"Not hated per se, but disliked them for various reasons. The father-son dynamic in your family tree hasn't 


been the strongest in a thousand years." 
Marko made a face. "So | was born to hate him?" 


Ahti snorted. "It's no different than your father going against your grandfather and so on. It happens 


sometimes.” 


"| guess." Marko flipped through his old childhood drawings. "So | just have to come up with stuff that hasn't 
been done before? How am | going to know if it's been used before? It's not like | have any kids to ask" 


Ahti thought for a moment. "How about saying things about your father that you wished were different? 
Those might inspire something." 


Marko sighed. "I wish we would have been closer." 
Ahti waited for something to happen When nothing did he turned back to Marko. "Anything else?" 


| wanted him to care, let me know that he actually cared about me. That | wasn't some meaningless thing in 


his life." 

Something pinged behind Ahti. He turned around and smiled. "There you go." 

Marko frowned. "Huh?" 

Ahti pointed to the last book on the third to last row. The spine of the book was glowing a brilliant blue. 


Marko got up and wandered over the book, bending down to retrieve it from the shelf. He opened it up and his 
wish was on the second page. "What? How?" 


Ahti pointed around the room. "All of those books were wishes and desires thought up by your family. When 


you come across a new wish or one that's reworded differently, it appears in a book." 
"A random book?" 
Ahti shook his head. "No, only ones that haven't been filled yet" 


Marko blinked. "So this is what | do? Make these books fill with wishes not already wished?" 


Ahti got up from his chair and nodded. "Correct. Though you don't have to stay in here the whole day. Wander 
around the factory to think of more wishes. Be sure to take a notepad with you while you do." 


Marko stared at Ahti. "Thats why he always had one in his hand when | was growing up. It was for wishes." 


"Exactly. Not always do they come to you when you're in here. Most times your father would be wandering 


around the factory or staring out a window for inspiration” 


PEKEE 


Marko found himself in his old bedroom again. He wandered around the room, staring at his drawings on the 


wall and sighing. His younger self didn't have a care in the world except drawing and making things. 


His father never understood him for what he did, brushing it off with a hand wave and then ultimately stealing 
his ideas later. 


Marko couldn't really blame him for it, since he probably ran out of ideas after a while. There's only so many 


variations of "Why isnt my kid normal?" that you could do. 

He reached down to flip through the small stack of drawings on the table. Most were of what appeared to be 
Marko waving from a rocket ship heading toward the moon. A few featured a man with a beard and top hot, 
most likely Tony, holding Marko's oversized hand and running through what looked like grass. 

Marko wanted to feel that joy again. And maybe they were right, he needed to jettison the guilt and hate that 
was weighing him down. It would be a sobering thought that his whole life was just anger toward his father 
for keeping Tony out of his life. 


He grabbed some crayons from the table and started to draw on the paper. Blue and pink clouds billowing out 
of the factory into the air. His younger self never drew this that he could see or remember. 


It was about time that he did. 


FEKE EE KK 


Tony stretched on his perch, glancing around the room to see if he could spot Marko. He wasn't on the floor 
so probably working away in his office. 


He itched at his belly and moved off his perch. There were still two more hours until the end of shift, so he 


might as well see how Marko was doing 

Tony ignored the apparent glare from Ahti, walking up the steps and toward Marko's office. 
Ahti called out behind him. "He's not in here, Tony” 

Tony stopped short and turned. "Where is he then?" 


Ahti shrugged. "No idea, but you might as well leave him alone. He has to concentrate on thinking up wishes. 
You'll only be a distraction" 


Tony rolled his eyes. "A quarter of his father's wishes are from when Marko and | used to play together. | 
don't think | will cause that much trouble seeing how he is." 


9 EE EK 


Tony was about to head to Marko's room when he noticed the older bedroom door was ajar. He stepped inside, 


eyes going wide. 


Marko was drawing buildings on the walls with crayons. Intricate designs within full city grids of other buildings. 
They all fit together like the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle. 


"Make, this is amazing!" 


Marko jumped a little, flushing when he heard Tony's voice. "| didn't hear you come in" He looked at one of the 


finished walls covered in buildings of all sizes and shapes. "I guess | got a little carried away." 


Tony giggled and walked inside to stand beside Marko. "It's still your room. You can do anything with it. Hell, you 


could even draw on your current room's walls if you want." 
Marko flushed again. "Yeah probably. | ran out of paper so | started to draw on the walls." 
Tony studied one of his finished walls. "Make, is this downtown?" 


Marko nodded, picking out a different color for the building he was finishing up. "Yeah, | copied it from 


memory." He looked at the ground. "When | was a teen, after you..well, left, | wanted to be an architect" 
Tony frowned. "And your father wouldn't let you?" 


"He said that kind of job wasn't going to earn me very much money. There were dozens of architects in the 


city and that | should go to business school instead." 


Tony laid a hand on Marko's shoulder, squeezing it. "Well, | think these are amazing. | would love to see you 


make buildings like this.” 
It doesn't matter anymore. It's not like I'll get the chance anyway." 
Tony thought for a moment. "What if you were to redesign the factory?" 


"| don't have the tools or men to do that." 


Tony laughed, shaking his head. "Make, the factory is controlled by you. If you want to turn the inside into an 


ultra-modern skyscraper, you can. Didn't you notice that your new room was there before you even asked 


about it?" He pointed down at the table. "Or that your crayons have yet to get smaller?" 


Marko looked at the crayons he'd been using for the past several hours. They were still the same size from 


when he first took them out of the box. "Huh, | never noticed that." 


"Just like the factory needs a believer, it feeds off your desires. If you need more clothes or crayons, just 


wish for it in your head. It will do the rest." 
Marko cocked his head to the side. "So if | wanted to change the design of the factory floor, | could?" 


Tony nodded. "As long as you don't change what we're producing, you can design it however you like. Your 


father just left it like your grandfather had it. That doesn't mean you have to." 

"Ill have to study the layout of it when the workers are gone. | don't want to make it worse for them. 
Tony smiled, laying his head on Marko's shoulder. "They would be happy that you're thinking of them." 
Marko put his arm across Tony's back, pulling him closer. "ls there anything you want me to make you?" 
Tony snuggled into Marko's warmth and whispered, "You're all | need." 

Marko flushed but said nothing. 

KEKEKE 

After Tony finished off his song, Marko made his way down to the floor. 

Ahti called out to him. "Marko, where you going?" 

Marko with notepad in hand called back, "Just looking around" 

Ahti let the men pass him before heading down the steps. "For what?" 

Tony grinned and pointed at Marko. "He's going to redesign the work area." 

Ahti frowned. "But this is how it's been for generations. Why mess with it now?" 


Tony rolled his eyes. "Why not? Maybe Marko can find something to improve on. Its not like he'll change it 


without asking the men" 


Marko nodded, measuring the distance between the huge hand cranks and jotting it down in his notepad. "Of 


course. It's for their benefit as well as how it looks aesthetically." 


One of the workers watched Marko wander around the floor. He folded his arms across his broad chest. "At 


least you remembered us." 


Marko glanced up from his notepad at the man. "Well, you guys make this thing go. It would be foolish to 
forget that." 


The man grinned, nodding at the comment. "Damn right | like you’ 
Marko blinked and then smiled at him. 

Tony stared dumbfounded. ‘Is that a smile on your face, Make?" 
Marko went back to work, still smiling as he measured a large wheel 


Tony glanced up at the worker. "Tommy, you just performed a miracle! That's the first smile he's had since he 
got here." 


Tommy laughed, walking away with a wave. "That's because he's been spending too much time with Ahti!" 


Tony started giggling until Ahti fixed him with a glare. "He does have a point. You tend to be the most serious 


one here." 
Ahti sighed. "One of us has to keep things going while you're off having fun with Marko." 
"That may be true but have a little fun sometimes, Ahti." 


Ahti rolled his eyes and headed for his office. 


Tony chuckled, walking down the steps to the floor. He stood off to the side and watched Marko measure 
everything. "You're still smiling, Make." 


Marko leaned over to measure the wheel width. ‘Maybe | have a reason to smile” 

"Hopefully lm a part of that reason?" 

Marko glanced up. "OF course, it was your idea to do this in the first place. | owe you everything” 
Tony blushed and ducked his head. 

Marko laughed for the first time since he got here. A deep belly laugh shaking his whole being, 


Tony rolled his eyes and then laughed along with him. 


3 EEE EK E 


Marko walked with Tony down the hall. He stopped in front of his room and turned to face Tony. "Will you stay 
with me tonight?" 


Tony smiled. "Of course." 


Marko pushed open the door and closed it behind Tony. He reached out to pull Tony into his arms, kissing him 


when they were close enough 
Unlike the first time when he needed Tony with desperation, this was slow and deep 

Tony moaned on his lips, hands reaching out to touch Marko's body. "You're different tonight" 
Marko nodded and pulled Tony in for another kiss. 


They stumbled together, tripping over random stuff still kissing. When they made it to the bed, Marko broke 
the kiss and sat down on the edge. He led Tony to sit down on his lap, straddling his legs. "I want you." 


Tony grinned, undoing the buttons on Marko's shirt and pushing it open. He leaned down and whispered on 


Marko's lips, "You already have me." 


Marko let Tony push him to lie down on the bed. Tony shifted forward on his body, coming back down to 


capture Marko's lips. Marko's hands reached around to squeeze Tony's ass. 
Tony giggled, looking down at him. "We're playful tonight." 
Marko pulled at Tony's clothes. "You're too dressed." 


Tony grinned, slipping off Marko's body. He stripped off his clothes one piece at a time, watching the look of 
lust and want fill Marko's face. "You like that?" 


Marko sat up on the bed, hooking a finger. "Come here." 
Tony came back to the bed and stood in front of Marko, a devious smile playing on his lips. "Yes?" 


Marko reached out to touch Tony's body, letting his fingers slid up Tony's chest and rubbing at his nipples. 


"You're so beautiful." 
Tony flushed, hiding his face into his long curly hair. 


Marko got to his feet, letting his suit pants fall to the ground, exposing the outline of his hard cock pressing 


against his boxers. 


Tony sank to his knees but Marko pulled him back up. "No?" 


Marko shook his head, slipping out of his boxers and sitting back down on the edge of the bed. He pulled Tony's 
naked body onto his lap again. "Will you ride me?" 


Tony grinned, lowering Marko's body on the bed again. "Always." 


Marko grinned back and lost himself in the rush of emotions once more. 


Chapter 3 


A sigh escaped Marko's lips when he stood in the doorway of his father's office which was now his office. His 
bedroom was too small to draw up plans for the remodel and the factory floor itself was too busy with 


activity to get anything done without constant distraction 


Marko was about to leave to find somewhere else to work when he noticed something different. He walked 


inside and stared at the chair behind the heavy oak desk. 


His father's chair was a large brown chair with a high back and an imposing presence. But it wasn't there 


anymore. Instead, in its place was a smaller black chair. 


Marko frowned and walked toward the desk, stopping beside the new chair. He touched it and somehow it felt 
right to sit in now. 


He turned to face the wall, as if something was talking to him. His hand reached out to touch the wall, 
caressing it lovingly and saying, "Thank you." 


Marko frowned, wondering why he was talking to a wall but he didn't remove his hand. 


And then the room flashed before his eyes, shifting around and moving things. Lights and shadows merged and 
pulled apart so fast that Marko couldn't tell what was going on. 


It stopped after a few moments and there in front of Marko's desk was a drafting table. Marko stared at the 
object, letting go of the wall and shuffling forward. He touched it to make sure it was real and not something 


playing tricks with his mind. 


Marko glanced up, expecting to find Tony grinning at the doorway, but there was no one there. He looked 


around the room confused and muttered, "| don't understand." 

The drafting table moved a little, the weight of rulers and pencils now sitting on it. 

Marko blinked and reached for a pencil, taking one from the table. It fit his hand with ease, as if it had been 
made just for him. He looked around the room again, confusion written all over his face until he remembered 
what Tony had told him yesterday. 

The factory catered to his needs. He needed a place to work, a drafting table in this case, and it appeared. 


Marko swallowed hard and addressed the room, "Um, thanks." 


The room never answered. Though Marko believed it was trying to make him feel more welcome. 


3 EEE EK E 


Marko stood beside Ahti and looked out into the factory floor with a notepad in hand. "So how does this all 


work?" 
‘Its complicated" 


A frown covered Marko's face. "That's not the answer | was looking for. How can | make it better if | don't 


know how it works?" 
Tommy called up from below. "Hey bossman, come down here. I'll show you how it works." 


Ahti frowned and grabbed Marko's arm. "That's not a good idea The last time you were down there you 
disrupted the workers." 


Marko wiggled out of Ahtis grip. "tll be good" 

Ahti snorted, watching Marko sidestep a few guys to get to Tommy. He glanced over at Tony who was grinning 
SRK KEK 

Marko stood beside Tommy. "So how does it work?" 

Tommy motioned behind them to the left. "It starts from there in that opening. A dream, desire, or a wish 
comes in DDW to us floor guys” He moved his finger down to first crank. "Anyway, it goes to that crank to 


get refined. Don't ask me how, but it does." 


Marko itched at his stubble covered face. "| wonder what | could replace the crank with. Seems pretty 


laborious for the two guys manning it." 
The two guys glanced up and nodded in unison. 


"So after that crank, it goes to the next one for more refining. Maybe to add something to it or something. l'm 


not sure really." 
Marko sighed. "Same goes with that crank and those two guys. Again with the laborious work for one DDW." 


Tommy grinned at Marko's use of their abbreviation. "So after the two cranks, it goes to the first wheel. To 


get spread out for everyone maybe." 


Marko cocked his head to the side looking at the wheel. Two men worked in the middle of it with smaller hand 
cranks. "Again with the cranks. Seems like that would be susceptible to injury. Do the guys get hurt much?" 


Tommy thought for a moment: "Not really. | mean, its not like we're human anyway." 
Marko stared at him. "What?" 

Tommy glanced up at Ahti with a frown "You haven't told him what we are?" 

Ahti sighed. ‘It's not exactly easy to explain Besides | didn't want to freak him out on his third day here. 


Tommy snorted and turned back to Marko. "We're like spirits in your world. Our bodies are solid enough to use 


this equipment and interact with you, but outside of this factory we don't exist.” 

"Like ghosts?" 

Tommy waved his hands around. "Kind of, but we're not mourning a loss or disturbed like they are. We get 
assigned to work in factories like this one. Some of us ask for it like Tony or Ahti, and others like us workers 
just get assigned to somewhere." 


Marko frowned. "So you don't have any families and such?" 


Tommy sighed, and then shook his head. "Not like your idea of families. | mean, us workers hang out with each 


other off the floor, but we're not really related if that's what you mean" 
The frown deepened on Marko's face. "Would you die if this place disappears?" 


"Not really. We'd get sent off to some other factory. This isnt the only one in the world, it's one of thousands. 


Several for every country.” 


Marko motioned to Ahti and Tony. "What about them? | can understand workers would be placed anywhere, but 
they're not like you guys.” 


Tommy opened his mouth to answer, but Tony cut him off. "It depends, Make." 
Marko frowned at Tony. "On what?" 


Tony bit his lip. "On how long we've served. The workers can go on forever if they want, while Ahti and | have 
a different criteria to be judged." 


"Which is based on?" 


Ahti sighed, looking away from Marko's intense stare "On how long we've been doing it. After a hundred years, 


we're retired so to speak." 


Marko blinked. "How many generations of my family have you been looking over?" 


Tony's eyes drifted shut. "Five." 
Marko stared at Ahti. "Thats why you're so desperate for me to believe. If | didn't, you'd be retired” 


Tommy looked between the three men before speaking, "You have to realize something, bossman. Your version 


of being retired is not like ours. They don't get to move to some tropical climate and play bingo every day.’ 
Marko turned to Tommy. "They don't?" 
"No, they're..well, locked away with all of the others who have been retired” 


Tony opened his eyes and bit his lip to stop it from trembling. "We're discarded like an old hat, never to be 


heard from again. It's hell to our kind" 


Marko thought for a moment. "So you're safe to be here as long as one of my line is alive. What happens if | 


never have a boy?" 
Tony sighed. "The factory ceases to exist.” 
"But wait, what if | adopt a son or marry a woman with a son already?" 


Ahti shook his head. "It has to stay in the bloodline. He would have to be your natural son for it to continue on. 


Without one, this place ceases to exist upon your death." 
"What if | found a way to cheat death?" 


Ahti snorted. "There is no way to cheat death, Marko. Many hundreds of men have been looking for a way, but 
they'll never find it because it doesn't exist" 


Marko swore under his breath. "That's why my father wanted me to stay away from Tony. If | fell in love 


with him, | would never want to marry someone and have a son" 


Ahti nodded. "Exactly. It was my job to make sure you believed in the factory, but didn't want to stay here 


forever." 


Marko shrugged. "Its not like | have much to look forward out there anyway. | have no close friends and my 


father is either dead or dying." He rubbed his chin. "What happens if | don't ever leave here?" 


"| haven't witnessed it myself as my whole life has been spent here, but I've heard that if a human never 
leaves this place before they die they'll be trapped here for eternity. Except if the factory ceases to exist, 
you'll basically be haunting an empty building.” 


"And if the building say gets destroyed when or if that ghost is still here?" 
Tony shuddered. "You don't want to know! 

Marko shuffled his feet. "So there's no way for me to go with Tony if | die?" 
Tony sighed at Marko. "I wish there was, but there isnt" 

FEEF BE RK 

Marko held Tony close in bed, stroking the hair laying across his chest 
Tony rubbed at Marko's chest. "Something on your mind?" 

"Yeah, | have a question to ask" 

"About?" 

Marko swallowed hard. "Elias" 

"No," said Tony. 


Marko bit his lip. "I don't want to know of your relationship with him. | just. just want to know what he looked 
like. My father never spoke of him." 


Tony sighed, a frown covering his lips. "He.he looked a lot like your father. Not exactly like, but similar builds 
and faces." His eyes drifted shut. "He had your grandmother's eyes. Dark brown compared to your father's 
blue ones." 


"Did he look like me?" 


Tony opened his eyes, glancing up at Marko. "No, you look more like a mix of your father and mother. You have 


your father's eyes though." 
"What was he like? Like my father?" 


Tony sighed. "No, nothing like your father. Elias was a dreamer, always creating things and interested in music. 


Your grandfather thought he was crazy, but | think | was the only one who understood him." 
"Do you still love him?" 


Tony pulled his head off Marko's chest to look down at him. He reached out to stroke the side of Marko's face. 


"I'd be lying if | said no, but its not as strong as it once was. And we never had the kind of connection that 


you and | do. In fact, | didn't see Elias until he was already almost twenty." 
Marko's lips parted. "I don't know what to do” 

Tony leaned down and kissed Marko. 

Hands reached up and pushed him off. "Tony" 


Tony sighed, laying back down on Marko's chest. "What do you want me to tell you? | can't make this decision 


for you. You know how | feel." 

"Which is?" 

Tony frowned and glanced up at Marko. "You question it?" 

Marko sighed, looking down at Tony. "If | were to stay here...forever. Would you still love me?" 


Tony snorted and cupped Marko's face with his hands. "I would love you no matter what you did. Even if you 


left the factory and never came back. | can't and | won't stop caring about you, Make." 
Marko nodded and held Tony close. "Thank you." 
Tony snuggled back into his arms, a frown still on his face. 


KRKE EE OK KE 


Marko stood in his office, staring at the books lining the walls. "I don't know what to do. If | do nothing, this 
place would die with me. If | leave and have a child, it would mean leaving Tony permanently. And | don't know if 
I'm ready for that yet" He sighed. "He means so much to me, makes me feel wanted and loved for the first 


time in my life." 

The room offered no response. 

Marko walked over to the section of wall he touched from before. He stroked the wall. "I must be crazy talking 
to an empty room. Somehow it feels like you're listening to me, that you understand what l'm feeling." He shook 
his head. "I need to decide before my father dies. Come up with a plan of attack and make a final decision 
about my life and this factory." 

The wall vibrated a little under Marko's hand. 


Marko cocked his head to the side. "Are you trying to communicate with me?" 


It vibrated harder. 


Marko rubbed his fingers along the edges of it. "If | choose to stay here, you would die." 
The wall vibrated. 


"| can't take a life, however it manifests, just to fulfill my selfish needs. To stay here with Tony means your 


life will end when mine does. Though if | don't provide a son, you'll die anyway.” 
It vibrated once more. 


Marko leaned his head against the wall, his hand bracing him along it. "Would you still continue to run if | did 


choose to stay and never provide a son?" 

Nothing. 

Marko bit his lip. "I understand." 

The wall vibrated. 

Marko stared at it. "Wait, you're ok if | don't do anything?" 

It vibrated again 

‘|..are you sure? You will cease to exist" 

The wall answered him with another vibration. 

Tears welled up in Marko's eyes. "l.l don't know what to say." 

A metal tool materialized on Marko's desk. 

Marko stared at the object before moving away from the wall to examine it. He picked it up in his hands, 
turning it over to look at the odd symbols etched along the side of it. A frown crossed his lips. "What do | do 
with this? 

FEEF KKE 


Ahti glanced up when Marko approached him. "You look like you have a question to ask" 


Marko nodded, shuffling his feet on the ledge. "I don't know what to do. If | stay here, you and Tony will get 


retired when | die. If | leave but never produce a son, then the same will happen." 


Ahti itched at his beard. "| guess it comes down to whether you mind that you'll be spending your days 


haunting this building for all eternity. Either way, that's the outcome you're going to get" He frowned, looking 
down at the factory floor. "Alone and haunting an empty building. Thats not something that | would choose, but 


ultimately its not my decision. We are only actors in your play so to speak” 

Marko nodded. "I know, | just wish that something | really want didn't have to affect everyone else here." 

Ahti laughed. "Everything we do affects others. It's life, Marko. Simple as that." He glanced over at Tony who 
was watching them intently. "Even if you produced a son and gave up on Tony, who's to say that your son 
might not want to carry it on? You'll have prevented our retirement for another generation, but there's no 
guarantee it will continue to go on after your death." 

"True. And to make matters worse, I've never really been interested in girls all that much. They're pretty and 
all that, but none of them have made me feel like | am with Tony. It's like the world doesn't matter when I'm 
with him." 

Ahti smiled at the blush creeping across Tony's face. "Yes, I've never seen him quite so enthralled with 
someone before this. | mean, yes he had feelings for Elias but you two seem to have something different. It's 
not something that comes around often" 

"You're not trying to stop us from being together anymore?" 

Ahti snorted and waved his hands. "Like | could. You two are with each other every night. Even if | managed to 
lock either of you away, you'd still find a way to be together in the end. The bond is too strong now." He sighed 
and turned to Marko. "Besides, you know that your father is not long for this world. His power over this 
building and you will end upon his death. Once that happens, you will be in control." 

Marko bit his lip. "What if | don't make the right decision when the time comes?" 

"There is no wrong decision, Marko. Only what you feel is right" 


Marko nodded, looking out at the factory floor with a frown covering his face. 


KEKEKE 
Tommy passed Marko after Tony's performance was done. "Not going to change the floor layout, bossman?" 
Marko glanced up. "I'm not sure. It really depends on what | do after my father dies." 


Tommy studied Marko's unhappy face and snorted. He grabbed Marko by the arm and pulled him forward. 


"Come on, you need to unwind with the boys." 


Marko was about to protest but Tommy pulled him along anyway. He looked back at Tony who was looking at 


him with confusion. 


Tommy snorted again, moving forward with the other workers. "You'll have plenty of time to spend with Tony. 
Right now is time for forgetting.” 


Marko's eyebrows rose when Tommy pulled him into what appeared to be a bar tucked away from the crew 


quarters. "I've never seen this place before." 

Tommy laughed, pushing Marko down into a chair before grabbing some beers off the counter. "That's because 
it only appears after our shift. H's something your father put in Most of the workers were tightly wound at 
all times so he gave us a bar to unwind." 


Marko frowned, sipping the bitter brew. "What about hangovers?" 


Tommy chuckled, downing half of his glass with one gulp. "It rarely happens. None of us seem interested in 


spending our lives here. Besides, it closes up after a few hours." 
Marko nodded, taking another sip and wincing. 
"Not used to dark beer?" 


Marko flushed. "More like not used to liquor period Never really had a taste for it other than an occasional 


glass of wine with dinner." 

Tommy snorted. "Wine. What a waste of good grapes." 

Marko smiled, looking around the room. He spotted most of the guys he'd seen on the floor. They were 
chatting away amongst themselves and laughing. "I can see why my father added it. It's the only time the 
workers have to interact. There's no much talking on the floor unless something goes wrong." 

Tommy nodded, finishing off his beer and grabbing another. "Not much to say, really. We've all done this long 
enough that chatting just messes up our concentration The DDWs have to be just right. If you're not paying 
attention, something could go horribly wrong." 

Marko nodded, sipping at his beer. "That makes sense. Though why did you bring me here?" 

Tommy laughed, reaching over to touch Marko's shoulder. "Because bossman, you needed it. Always frowning 
and moping around the factory. | get that your father is about to die, but sometimes overthinking just makes 
it worse." 


"Yeah. | have been thinking about my decision a lot” 


Tommy shook his head. "Not a lot, every waking moment. We workers can feel your anxiety and fear. You have 


to be careful about that because it will eventually turn us that way." 


Marko flushed. "l'm sorry about that. |..| didn't realize." 


Tommy smiled. "I know you don't mean it, but | just wanted you to know anyway. Figured you could use a break 


from it with some beers." 
Marko smiled and nodded. "Thanks." 


Tommy downed his second beer and grabbed two more - one for himself and another for Marko. "Drink up, 


bossman Focus on it instead of whatever is running through your head" 


Marko finished off his first beer, pushing it to the side and grabbing another. "How long have you been doing 
this type of work? Did you go to school or training for it?" 


Tommy shrugged. "No training and no idea how long I've been doing it. Probably a few hundred years or so. 


That big guy over there in corner is named Janne and has been doing it for a thousand some years." 
Marko's eyes widened. "Thousand years? | didn't realize these factories were around that long." 


Tommy laughed at Marko. "They've been around since man existed. If they've had or needed an idea or dream, 


these will exist" 


Marko blinked, shaking his head. "| guess | just never thought it would have gone on that long. No wonder you 


workers get cycled around after a hundred years." 


Tommy took a swig of his third beer. "Yeah it can get dull seeing the same thing for that long. Not to mention 
the people change through each generation so there is that." 


"What happens when you run into a boss that's mean or cruel?" 


Tommy shrugged. "You just roll with it. They can't really harm you anyway. Sure, getting yelled at constantly 


can be hard but eventually they die off and the next one comes in." 
Marko frowned. "Have you ever been somewhere that stopped when there were no more people left to run it?" 
Tommy blinked and then shook his head. "Nope. Is that what you're planning to do?" 


Marko stared at the table, clenching his beer tight. "| don't know. Never been interested in girls and if | need a 
son to carry this on, then I'll have to be." 


Tommy laughed, hitting the table with his hand. "Ain't seen a lady for some time now. None among the 


workers.” 


Marko chuckled with him. "Yeah, | don't imagine you do. They'd be a distraction, even if there were some 


available after work" 
"Exactly. Besides, we have our own ways to relieving the tension if you get what | mean" 
Marko flushed and nodded. "I do." 


Tommy grinned, knocking Marko on the arm. "Why would you want some dame when you have Tony? I'd imagine 


he's interesting in bed with the magic he does. Does he change into something weird?" 
The blush darkened on Marko's face. "No, um, we just do it and then lay together." 
Tommy's eyebrow rose. “That all? | guess | expected something more flashier from Tony." 


Marko blinked when he saw Tony come into the bar and sit down at the counter. "Not really. We just lay there 
and talk lately." 


Tommy made a face. "How boring.’ 
Tony's eyebrow rose when he turned around with a beer in hand. 
Marko flushed when he caught sight of him. "So do you..um, have someone on the crew?" 


Tommy shrugged. "Not really. There some messing around on occasion but it's not a steady thing like you and 


Tony. Most times it's just me and my best friend” 

Marko stared at him. "Your best friend?" 

Tommy laughed at the confused expression. "Yeah, my right hand” 

Marko blinked and then started to laugh. 

Tommy called out over his shoulder. "You might as well join us, Tony. Instead of giving me the evil glare" 
Tony snorted and sat in the chair on the other side of Marko. "Gossiping, are we?" 


Tommy motioned to Marko. "Just loosing the bossman up. He's so tightly wound, he might explode at any 


minute." 
Tony sighed, looking over at Marko. "He has a lot on his mind. Big decisions to make." 


"Why?" 


Marko glanced up at Tommy with a frown. "What do you mean?" 

Tommy finished off his third beer. "Why do you have to worry about that now? Its not like there won't be 
other cloud factories to take up the slack if we go away." He shrugged. "Why does it have to be about that 
anyway?" 


"Then what should | worry about if not that?" 


Tommy grinned. “Being happy is all you should worry about. Sure, having a connection with the factory is 
important too but | can't imagine you don't already have that." 


Marko nodded. "I do, at least | think | do. It seems to respond to me when l'm in my office." 
"Well there you go! Nothing to worry about then 


Marko frowned, shaking his head. “There's everything to worry about. What will happen to the factory if | don't 
produce a son? What will happen to Tony...” 


Tommy interrupted him. "Stop. You're only going to make yourself sick thinking like that." He shook his head. "No 
wonder you're a mess, bossman. You only have to worry about yourself right now. The factory will run itself 
if you have a connection with it" He reached out to touch Marko's arm. "Worry about making yourself happy 
for once. You could use it right now." 

Tony smiled. "That's good advice." 

Marko glanced over at Tony. "But is it enough?" 


Tommy laughed, grabbing a fourth beer. "It's plenty. Now go on you two lovebirds. Don't think about the 
factory tonight and focus on having fun. You ain't dead yet!" 


Tony pulled Marko up from the table. "He's right. Let's go." 

Marko nodded and turned back to Tommy. "Thanks for this. 

Tommy grinned and waved at them. "You're always welcome here, bossman’ 
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Tony collapsed against Marko's naked chest, gasping for a breath 

Marko grinned and held him close. "I love you" 


Tony lifted his head up, tears shining in his eyes. He opened his mouth to say something but Marko put a 


finger to his lips. 

"You don't have to say it back. | know. I've always known, it just took me a while to realize it” 
Tony smiled against his finger. 

"You're all | want to be with, you're all I've ever wanted." 

Tears fell down Tony's face, eyes locked with Marko's unable to speak. 

| want to spend my life with you." 

Tony frowned. 

Marko removed his finger. "| know what you're going to say, but | can't think of any other way." 


Tony sighed, wiping away the tears and snuggling into Marko's open arms. "I just don't want you to be stuck 
here for all eternity alone. It's a fate worse than death, Make." 


"Maybe, but I'll get to spend the next fifty some years with you first." 
Tony's eyebrow rose. 


Marko laughed. "Well, I'm only thirty now so eighty isn't that far off. I'm in good health and the food in here 
isn't junk food like out there." 


Tony snorted. "You can thank your grandfather for that. Always the health nut, despite chain smoking several 


cigars in a day." 
"Maybe | can create an Italian restaurant or something. | miss eating spaghetti and pizza 


Tony laughed, nodding at the idea "Definitely. | haven't had that in a while. Not since your great grandfather 


was alive." 
"Good, then it's settled. One Italian restaurant coming up when | get the chance." 
Tony bit his lip. "After your father dies?" 


Marko frowned, looking away from Tony to stare at the wall. "Yeah. It's stupid really, but it just doesn't seem 
right until that happens. Not that I'm wishing it, mind you." 


‘Of course you're not. You still have anger in your heart for him, but it's not like it was when you first got 


here." 


Marko sighed, playing with Tony's hair. "I'm trying to let it go. Though I'm afraid still. Afraid that when he does 


die, I'll lose it" 
| hope you don't," whispered Tony, letting his eyes drift shut. 
ERIK 


Marko grinned, sitting in his office chair and rattling off wishes. For the first time in his life he was happy and 
relaxed. Tony was to blame for that, but Marko would gladly let him if given the chance. 


"I wish | could spend the rest of my life with him. | wish to stay in his arms forever. | want our love to last 


the ages." 


The book he'd originally started was glowing blue, and had been for the past hour. It was filling up with Marko's 
new wishes thanks to Tony. 


Marko glanced up to see Tony standing in his door way with a grin on his face. "Aren't you supposed to be 


working?" 


Tony chuckled and came inside, closing the door behind him. He walked over to stand in front of Marko's desk 


with an eyebrow raised. "Is that an order?" 

Marko wiggled his eyebrows. "Do | need to punish you, Mr. Kakko, for insubordination?" 

Tony nodded and whispered. "Oh yes, definitely." 

Marko pulled Tony's arm, weaving him around the desk to stand between his legs. “Is that so?" 


Tony climbed on Marko's lap and kissed him. Marko wrapped his arms across Tony's back, pulling him closer to 


feel his warmth. 
They didn't part until the room darkened and screams from the factory sounded in their ears. 
OK 


Ahti was staring in horror out the factory windows at the dark clouds surrounding the building when Marko 


and Tony found him. 
Tony shook his arm. "What's wrong?" 


Ahti stepped back from the railing. "| don't know. I've never seen the building do this before." 


Marko glanced down at the factory floor. The men were staring out the windows in confusion. "Tommy! What 


happened?" 


Tommy whipped around to look up at Marko. "Not sure. Everything went dead and the machines won't turn 


anymore." 


Marko backed away from Ahti and Tony, a sudden terror racing through his body. He turned and ran for his 
office, despite the calls from Tony and Ahti to come back. 


KEREKE 


The office door shut behind Marko and he stared into the darkened room. Marko's eyes filled with tears as he 
shuffled over to touch the wall beside his desk. "He's dead, isn't he?" 


A vibration sounded under Marko's fingers. 


Marko's eyes drifted shut, his body dropping down to his knees. Sobs shook his frame, all of the built up pain 
rushing forth and out. 


Tony pleaded with Marko to open the door outside, banging and shaking it on its hinges. 


Marko's body refused to move from its position, his mind filling with dark thoughts and images. He fell to the 
floor, curling up into himself as tightly as he could. 


It had really happened. His father was dead and all of the light in his heart was snuffed out in that one single 


action. 
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Tony leaned against Marko's office door, tears weaving down his face and pleading with Marko to open the door. 


Ahti gathered the men up from the floor and delivered the news. He hadn't heard it himself, but based on the 


factory and Marko's reactions it seemed likely. 
They mourned for Marko's loss and the loss of their former master. 
Just as the factory was doing. 


Everything stopped working. From the cloud machines to Tony's magic. The factory had collapsed in on itself 
just as Marko had. 


Ahti swallowed hard, wondering if this was the end. 


The factory offered no solace. 


Chapter 4 


Marko's body was hurled into an abyss of blackness. All around him was dark and more dark. 
He knew he wasn't in the factory anymore. It had never been this black and desolate inside. 
Before he could question why he'd been brought to his void, a man flashed before him. 


His brain tried hard to comprehend who this man was. He was familiar somehow. Had the same eyes and 


stature as Marko did 

Marko got to his feet and blinked at the apparition. 

It was then that he realized he was standing face to face with his father. 

And all he could thirk about was the hate raging through his veins. 

KEEKEKE 

Tony sank down to the floor, leaning on the door in hopes that Marko would come out soon 


The factory was eerily silent and dark, as if no one was there anymore. 


Ahti dismissed the men to their rooms and told them he would keep them updated. He couldn't think of 
anything else to do. 


Tony glanced up and moaned. "This is the end, isn't it?" 

Ahti shuffled over to stand beside Tony. "I dont know. Its never done this before so it might be." 

"He formed a pact with it, why is it doing this?" 

Ahti frowned, glancing away. "Maybe the bond is stronger than we thought. Maybe it's..mourning for Marko." 


Tony blinked and then nodded. "Make told me it talked to him. Well not really talked, but it answered his 


questions with vibrations. | don't remember any of the other Paasikoski men mentioning that." 


"Nor do |. Its almost as if the factory is projecting Marko's emotions." He glanced down at Tony. "I thought 


Marko remembered everything." 


Tony bit his lip. “There was still unrest within him. Not as blinding as it was when he first got here, but | 
sensed he was holding a few things back. He told me he was trying to let go." 


Ahti sighed, sitting down beside Tony and playing with his hands. "Well for his sake and ours, | hope he does 


soon" 

OI 

"You still hate me, even if I'm dead" 

Marko's fists balled up at his sides. "You kept me away from Tony!" 


His father shook his head in disgust. "For a good cause, but it obviously wasn't enough. How dare you throw 


away our family history to be with that man!" 


Marko advanced on his father, standing right in front his face. "I love him. What could someone as cold hearted 


as you know about that? You never loved anyone but this factory.” 
"Don't you take that tone with me. l'm your father and you will respect me as such!" 
Marko snorted. "I will when you do." 


His father moved away. "Insolent brat. All you ever do is think of yourself. It's no wonder the factory is falling 


apart because you can't do what you're told” 


Marko shook his head. "You're wrong! The factory and | are bonded So much more than you ever hoped to 


have. It loves me and hates you." 

"You've become so blinded by lust that you can't see what destruction you have brought forth. All for some 
man to get your jollies off on. Is he worth losing your life for? Losing their lives for?" His father twisted in 
anger. "You disgust me, Marko. | never wanted you in the first place!" 


Marko blinked, the anger lowering inside. "What?" 


"You heard me. My father forced me to produce a son so the factory could live on. He was the one who loved 


this dump. The only reason | stayed here was because it wasn't near you." 

Tears formed in Marko's eyes. "Then why did you bring me here as a kid if you hated me so much?" 

His father snorted. “Because my father told me to! | was obeying his wishes and nothing more. | locked you 
away with that magician, the same one that | was locked away with later in life. Right after he killed my 


brother. If | could have kill him, | would have done so for the hurt he caused our family." 


Marko shook his head. "Tony never killed Elias. He died in a car accident." 


"An accident caused by Elias rushing to the factory to be with him! And then you fell for the lazy bastard." 
"He's not lazy! Without his songs, the morale of the factory would be lost. He's there to help them cope." 


His father shook his head. "And now you're doing it too. Justifying him being there like Elias did. Can't you see 


that he's using you? He doesn't really love you at all." 


Marko snorted, folding his arms across his chest. "You're pathetic. You wouldn't know love if it stared you in 


the eyes. All you know is hate and anger." 

His father grinned. "Just like you. Twisted and hateful, it's all a part of you now. And it will be forever!" 
FREE 

Tony's body jerked back. He looked up to see that the door opened. He scrambled to his feet and stepped inside. 
The factory was still dark, so the room inside mirrored it. 

Tony strained to see inside in the blackness of Marko's office, hands waving at empty air in front of him. 

Ahti called out behind him. "What do you see?" 


Tony frowned, shuffling forward and walking around the two chairs in front. "Not sure, but Marko's chair is 
facing the opposite way." 


"What does that mean?" 

Tony reached out to touch the arm of the chair. He twirled it around and screamed. 
There before him was a skeleton sitting in Marko's chair. 

FEKE EE KK 

"I will never be like you!" 


His father snorted, waving his hands around in the air. "You already are. Even the factory has abandoned you, 


replacing you with a dead body. 
Marko blinked fast. "What? I'm dead?" 
"As much as the factory is concerned. Soon it will cease to exist, along with your precious Tony." 


Marko shook his head. "You're lying. | don't believe you!" 


"| don't care if you believe me or not. If there isn't a believer present when | die, it will fall apart” 
Marko frowned. "But | am here. Wherever this is, but | know km still there. Somehow’ 

"Give it up. It hates you as much as you hate me!" 

Marko blinked, his body feeling lighter somehow. "That's just it. | don't feel it anymore” 

"Feel what anymore?" 

Marko stared at his father. "I don't feel the hate anymore. It used to fill my being and now its gone" 
His father snorted, "It can never leavel It's always there. 


Marko shook his head. "It has! All| feel is pity for you now. Pity that you were forced to provide a son that 
you didn't want. Forced to take over this factory that you came to love more than me. | pity you." 


His father's face twisted up in rage. "Pity? How dare you say that to mel Fight back, you weak and pathetic 


boy. 
Marko backed away from his father. "No. | will not fight you any longer.” 

"You coward! You will never amount to anything! You will haunt this building forever!" 

Marko nodded, his mind becoming clear at last. "Yes, that's what | must do’ 

"You're worthless and weak! You can't even stand up to your father!" 

Marko smiled. "You are the weak one. Anger and hate ate away at your soul. You are pathetic and | pity you" 
"Don't you smile at me! You hate me with every fiber of your being!" 


Marko turned around and walked away from his raging father. "Goodbye, father. | know what | must do now." 


"You coward! Turning away from me and the hate filled fire that burns inside! You will never be rid of me! l'm 


here forever!" 


9 EEE EK 


Marko jerked awake, his brain hazy from what just happened. He looked around and realized he was sitting in 


his office chair. "How?" 


He remembered falling to the ground before he blacked out. At least he thought he did. Nothing really made 


sense at the moment. 


Tired legs struggled to stand up and wander over to the wall beside his desk He reached out to touch it, 


confusion all over his face. "What..was that a dream?" 

Silence. 

Marko frowned. "It wasn't a dream?" 

The wall vibrated under his fingers. 

‘| don't..that doesn't make sense. My father is dead. If it wasn't a dream, how do you explain what happened?" 
Silence. 

Marko shook his head. "That was a dumb question, wasn't it? You can't explain anything to me." 

The wall vibrated again. 

Marko rolled his eyes, stroking the wall with the tips of his fingers. "Smart ass." 


The lights flicked on overhead, washing the office with a brilliant natural light again. A blue flash of color made 
the wish book glow again in the bookcase. 


Everything was as it was before Tony entered the room. 

Marko blinked, moving across the office and opening the door. 

Tony jerked awake on the floor, sleep blinking out of his eyes. "What...the lights!" 

Ahti mumbled to the left of him, shifting on his side to fall asleep again. "There is no lights." 

Tony pointed to the factory floor. "Yes, there is! Something happened." 

Marko laughed behind Tony. "A lot of weird somethings happened." 

Tony turned around and scrambled to his feet, tackling Marko against the door and holding him tight. "Makel | 
thought you were dead. Your skeleton..at least | think it was your skeleton was sitting at your desk and 


everything was dark and scary and | thought it was the end and that you wouldn't come back and..." 


Marko giggled at Tony's rambling sentences. "Is that all?" 


Tony rolled his eyes, snuggling into Marko's arms with a smile on his face. 


Ahti snorted from the floor and got up. He eyed Tony in Marko's arms. "I think it's time to get the men back 


to work. Assuming | can pull you away from Marko long enough." 

Marko chuckled and watched Ahti go. He closed his eyes, breathing in Tony's scent once more. "I missed you." 
"Missed you too. What happened?" 

Marko shuddered, thoughts and memories of the event came rushing back into his head. "Acceptance." 

Tony pulled his head up to look into Marko's eyes. "I don't understand." 

"Neither did | until now. He was pushed into this unwillingly and in the end he hated all of it" 

Tony blinked. "Who?" 

"My father. That's what | saw when | was..well, out. The factory says it wasn't a dream, but maybe it was 
some kind of vision. Either way, | verbally duked it out with my father and in the end | realized | wasn't angry 
at him anymore." 

Tony smiled and snuggled back into Marko's arms. "Good." 


"Good? That's all you can say is good?" 


Tony laughed on Marko's chest. "Well, yeah. Good that you've made peace with your father, good that you've 


come to terms with your life, and good that you're free of the anger it caused. Good" 
Marko snorted, petting Tony's hair. “That's a lot more than just good." 
"Would you prefer great?" 


Marko laughed and turned to see the men come back into the factory area Tommy caught his eyes and 
smiled. "No, you're the great one." 


A hint of red dashed across Tony's face. 
| made you speechless.” 
"Did not." 


Marko laughed and whispered into Tony's ear. "Did too." 


Tony wiggled out of Marko's arms and stuck his tongue out. "Did not" 


Marko watched him head down to the floor to start up his song. He called out to him over the railing. "Did 


too!" 
Tony giggled and started up the song, giving Marko a wink while singing the opening lines. 


Marko stood by the railing, smiling away and thinking he forgot something. He shrugged and figured it would 


come to him eventually. 
IIE 
Tony giggled, being led by Marko into the newly created Italian restaurant. "We're the first ones." 


Marko nodded, leading Tony to a table set up in the middle of it and sitting on the opposite side. "This is the 
grand opening. Though just for us tonight." 


Tony flushed and took the menu from Marko's hands. "You didn't have do all of this for me. It's all so fancy 
for being in a factory." He glanced around the room which was colored red, green, and white for the colors of 
the Italian flag. Long stemmed candles lit all of the tables. "I feel like I'm in the middle of some Disney movie." 


Marko's eyebrow rose. "How do you know about Disney movies? There's no TV here." 


Tony blushed. "Well, there were newspapers that your grandfather would bring in full of colorful photos. Plus 
he did have a TV once to entertain his kids at one point" 


Marko blinked. "Wait, my father was here as a kid?" 


Tony frowned and then shook his head. "No, it was other kids. | think your grandfather was seeing if the 
factory would bound with other children first.” 


"Nieces and nephews?" 


Tony nodded and closed the menu to place it on the table. "I think so. He never told me much to be honest. 


Ahti would know more than me. I'm pretty sure this was before either Elias or your father were born." 
"Maybe he thought he could do it without having a son?" 

Tony shrugged. "Maybe. Or maybe he was afraid your grandmother would only produce girls." 

Marko snorted "Just imagining my dad as a girl is not a pleasant image.’ 


Tony laughed, shaking the table. "Just imagine you as a girll" 


Marko shook his head, smiling a little. "No, | don't think | will” 

After a few minutes the food magically appeared on their table. 

Tony's eyebrow rose. "Sneaky. And helpful because you don't have to train the guys to work it" 

"Well, | don't know how it's going to work without me, but I'll figure it out later. Now is time for eating," 
Tony wiggled his eyebrows. "And some dessert afterward?" 

Marko grinned, twirling the fork around in his pasta. "Could be." 

Tony licked his lips slowly, grinning at Marko's loud groan. "My favorite part." 

FFER 


Affer they were finished eating, the dishes disappeared to be replaced by a large chocolate sundae and two 


spoons. 
Tony's eyebrow rose. "That's not the kind of dessert | was talking about." 
Marko's face flushed. "Well yeah, but | was in the mood for something with chocolate. | hope you don't mind?" 


Tony laughed, snatching up a spoon and taking a bite. He groaned in pleasure. "I haven't had ice cream or 


chocolate in a long time." 

Marko took up the other spoon and grabbed some from his side. "Not since my great grandfather?" 

Tony nodded, taking another bite. "Yes, he was the one with the sweet tooth. He's the reason your grandfather 
went on a healthy food spree and turned the cafeteria into one. His father died early because of sweets. At 
least that's what your grandfather would tell us." He took another bite and groaned again. "Personally | think it 


was because he hated sweets." 


Marko laughed, nodding his head. "Did he ever. | don't remember much about my grandfather as he died when | 


was around six, but | do remember him making a face when | would get cakes for my birthdays." 
Tony smiled, watching Marko's face light up with constant smiling. "You look so beautiful when you're like this." 
Marko flushed, shoving a big spoonful of ice cream into his mouth. "Am not." 


Tony giggled, remembering back to earlier today. "Are too." 


Marko snorted, blushing harder and mumbling, "You know more about my family than | do." 


Tony sighed, shrugging his shoulders. "Well, I've spent my life around them. It's only natural that | notice stuff 


over time. Not to mention two of them were from before you were even born" 
"How did you get assigned here? Did you know the family line before coming here?" 


Tony shook his head. "No, | mean they told me the name of the line | was linked to but | didn't know about it 


until | came here. Basically we can request to be more of a supervisory role instead of a worker on the floor.” 
Marko's eyebrow rose. "You were a worker once?" 

Tony laughed and nodded. "Oh yeah, a long time ago. | would spend most of my time making the guys around me 
laugh than actually doing my job. I'm pretty sure that's why they approved my request to be a supervisor. To 
keep me from distracting the guys on the floor.” 

"You still kind of do, except its more of a morale thing now." 

Tony smiled, scooping the last bite out of the dish. "Something like that.” 

"So you were just assigned to my family or did my great great grandfather pick you out? 

Tony shook his head. "No, he had no choice really. | mean, he could have dismissed me in the first year 
because that's my trial period for this sort of thing.’ Tony smiled to himself. "He seemed to like me from the 


start. | made him laugh on the very first day" 


Marko smiled, nodding and pushing the dishes to the side before they disappeared. "That | don't doubt. You have 
this way of making people smile even if didn't feel like it.” 


A blush moved across Tony's face. 
"So after that year, they can't let you go?" 


Tony nodded. "Exactly. Which is why your grandfather and father couldn't get rid of me after Elias died. | was 
tied to this family already so unless the factory went away, | was here until they left or died." 


Marko frowned, thinking of his confrontation with his father. "He seemed to detest you from what my vision 
said." 


"Well, can you blame him? | pretty much lured Elias to stay with me at the factory." Tony bit his lip. "Its the 
same thing that I'm doing with you. Except there is no other son to take over. You're probably better off 


without me." 


Marko snorted, shaking his head. "No, l'm not. It was hell for every day after you left. | didn't want to live 
anymore, because there was nothing to live for. Never managed to work up the courage to kill myself and then 


over time | guess | repressed it anyway." 


Tony frowned and reached out to touch Marko's hand. "I'm sorry for that. | never meant for it to go that far. 
Especially not making you want to kill yourself” 


"Would you have felt it if | had?" 

A sigh escaped Tony's lips. "I think so. Even if we hadn't been around each other anymore, | think the 
connection was still there enough for me to feel it" Tony linked his fingers with Marko's. "But I'm glad you 
didnt" 

Marko smiled, bringing up their linked fingers to his mouth and kissing them. "Me too." 
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Tony kissed Marko goodbye outside his office door and headed off to start his shift. Marko was going to watch 
it, until he spotted something sitting on his desk. He walked over to stare at the object. 


It was a piece of metal, about foot long and covered with strange writing. Marko picked up the item and tried 
to remember what it was for. He racked his brain if Tommy or Ahti had given it to him but he couldn't think 
of a time where either were in his office recently. 

Marko laid it back on his desk and turned around to head out of his office to watch Tony's performance when 
he stopped short. Memories started to come back to him. The factory made that object appear a few days 
before his father died. 


He picked it up again, studying the markings on the outside. Something was familiar about them. The loopy lines 
and circles with dots in the middle. They reminded him of something but what? And where did it even go? 


Marko studied the walls around his office, thinking maybe it fit into something in the wall. 
But there were no openings to put it into. 

Marko shuffled back to the wall and touched it. "What is this object?" 

Silence. 


Marko sighed, mentally kicking himself for asking the room questions that weren't yes or no. "Ok, let me 
rephrase that, is there a purpose for this object?" 


The wall vibrated under his hand. 


"To help the factory?" 

Silence. 

Marko frowned. "To help Tony?" 
Silence. 

"To help me?" 

The wall vibrated. 


Marko blinked and mumbled to himself. "To help me with what?" He addressed the room again. "To help me with 


the remodel?" 
Silence. 


Marko itched his face. "If it's not for the remodel, then how will it help me? Will it save the factory from 
dying?" 


Silence. 
"Will it save me from dying?" 
Silence. 


Marko shook his head, walking away from the wall with the item in his hands. "I don't understand." He wandered 
out of his office in time to see the end of Tony's song. 


Ahti looked up and frowned at him. "What is that?" 


Marko shrugged, shuffling over to stand next to Ahti. "lm not sure. The factory gave it to me. Made it 
materialize on top of my desk before my father died." 


Ahti took it from Marko and studied the outside of it. "| can't read the markings. It looks like some kind of 


ancient language." 
Tony watched them from his perch. "What's wrong?" 


Marko held up the object. "My office gave this to me to help with something. It's not part of the remodel so 


I'm not sure what it goes to." 


Tony frowned, cocking his head to the side. "Why would it give you something you don't need?" 
Marko snorted and waved his hands. "It's not like it can tell me anyway. I'm only limited to yes/no questions.” 


Tony itched at his beard. "Well, | guess you could try looking around for a small opening to put it into. There's 
nothing like that on the floor that I'm aware of it, so it must be somewhere else in the factory." 


Marko nodded and wandered away from Ahti to look around the upper area of the factory. He snooped by the 


windows but they were handles with cranks on them. No need for a metal bar there. 
He looked along the walls for openings, stopping short when he got to where the large door had been when he 
first arrived. The outline had disappeared like it had below. He was about to move away and look somewhere 


else when a small hole appeared beside where the door would be. 


Marko reached out to touch the hole with his fingers. He yanked his hand in pain when it shocked him. "Why is 


that a live charge?" 


He looked around, seeing Ahti and Tony watching him, before putting his hand on the wall. "Does this have 
something to do with the door? 


Half of him thought it wouldn't respond to his question because he wasn't inside his office. It made him jump 
when it buzzed under his fingers. 


"It is for making the door open?" 
Silence. 


Marko thought for a moment and then remembered the elevator he rode up on the first day. "Is it for the 


elevator down below?" 

It buzzed again 

"What.Why would this help me? | don't want to leave." 

The wall buzzed harder under his fingers. 

Marko blinked a few times before shuffling closer to the wall and whispering, "Will it disable the elevator?" 
The buzz it gave him under his fingers felt like a lightning bolt had just struck him. He now had the ability to 
turn off the elevator. If he did, then there would be no going back. He would have sealed his fate with the 


factory. It would cease to exist upon his death. 


And he would never be able to leave. 


Marko swallowed hard and asked the wall. "I wouldn't be able to leave if | put this in, right?" 
It buzzed under his fingers. 


Marko turned around to see Ahti watching the men and Tony still looking at him with a cocked head. He stroked 


the wall above the opening, "Are you sure you're ok with this? It will seal your fate too" 

The wall buzzed in response 

"Are you really sure?" 

The wall buzzed him so hard it knocked him back 

Marko flushed. "Ok, | get it" He stroked the wall again. "I just had to be sure’ 

"Make, are you ok?" 

Marko swallowed the lump in his throat. He had to do this before Tony left his perch and tried to stop him. 


Not like Tony would know right away what he was doing but Marko assumed something would happen when the 


elevator died. 
"Make?" 


Marko heard a thump sound behind him. He had to do this now. Tony probably left his perch to see what was 
the matter. 


He took a deep breath and shoved the metal bar into the opening. 

Nothing happened 

Marko frowned and stared down at the rod sticking out. He tried to pull it back, but it wouldn't come out. 
Tony called from behind, "Make, what are you doing?" 

Marko opened his mouth to explain 

That is until he was blown away from the wall with a powerful blast. 

SORE ERK 


Marko moaned from the ground and tried to get up, but Tony held him down. "Careful, that thing flung you 
back pretty far." 


Ahti ran over to them. "What the hell did you do?" 
Marko flushed but said nothing. 


They all stared up when electricity crackled around the outline of the door, making the lines visible but leaving 


deep burn marks in their wake. 

Ahti reached down, shaking Marko's arm and asking again, "What the hell did you do?" 
Marko bit his lip. "I've deactivated the elevator." 

Ahti's jaw slackened in horror. "You've what?" 

Marko ducked his head, "Its been disabled. That's what the bar does apparently." 

Tony stared at Marko. “But.but that means you can never leave." 

Marko looked into Tony's eyes. "Yes, | know. That's why | did it. l.l don't want to leave you." 


Ahti groaned and got back up. "Now you've doomed us all because of this. Tony and | will be retired and this 


place will cease to exist when you die.” 

Marko flushed and bit his lip. "I know." 

Tony sighed and held Marko close. "I'm not really thrilled about retiring, but at least it won't be anytime soon 
One thing you've got going for you is longevity in the male Paasikoski line. Other than your great grandfather, 
most have lived well into their seventies or more." 

Marko snuggled into Tony's arms. "There's no other place | want to be than with you." 

Tony blushed, petting Marko's head. "Me either." 

The door outline disappeared with the dying sparks. 

Never to be seen again 
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Marko groaned, his old body protesting the sudden movement of awakening. He leaned closer to Tony, wrapping 


his arms around his waist and breathing in his scent. 


Tony giggled, the breath tickling the back of his neck. "Morning." 


"Morning" 

Tony shifted around in Marko's wrinkled arms to face him, gray hair drifting down to cover a part of his face. 
Marko reached out to push the hair the side and stroke Tony's face. Tony smiled at the action and leaned in 
for a kiss. 

Marko sighed, letting Tony have his way this time. He was too tired to care anymore. 

Tony pulled back with a grin "You let me have my way." 

Marko's blue eyes twinkled, stroking the side of Tony's face again. "It was bound to happen eventually." 

Tony chuckled, wiggling out of Marko's arms and getting up. "Almost time to start the day." 

Marko sat up, the covers pooling around his slight belly. "It always comes too soon" 


Tony turned around and smiled. "Welcome to getting older, Make. Everything passes too fast now." 


Marko's back creaked when he moved to sit on the edge of the bed. He watched Tony get dressed in the same 
outfit he'd been wearing for the past fifty years. "Don't you ever get tired of that?" 


‘Of time passing too fast? After all of these years you just have go with it" 


Marko laughed, shaking his shoulder length gray hair. "No, | mean wearing that outfit. | don't think you've ever 


worn another one in all of the years I've known you.” 
Tony flushed, buttoning up his shirt. "I like it. It's a part of me now." 


Marko got up from bed, wearing only a pair of red and white striped boxers. He pulled Tony close. "Kind of like 


me?" 


Tony cupped Marko's face. "You're always a part of me, Make. Always and forever." He glanced down at 
Marko's half naked body and giggled. “Though you might want to put some pants on before you leave." 


Marko laughed and held Tony tighter. "| thought | might shake things up today and just go in my underwear. lll 
bet you anything Ahti doesn’t even notice." 


Tony laughed with him, snuggling into Marko's warm body. "You're on 


KEKEKE 


In the end Marko decided on wearing pants. It was too damn cold in the factory during the winter not to. And 


the last thing he needed was to get pneumonia or something worse. He'd managed to stay relatively healthy 


these past fifty years and he'd like to continue that way. 


Marko grinned, passing the coffee house that he installed about thirty years ago. The men loved it at the time 
and still continued to pack into it every morning for their morning brew. Anything to keep his workers happy 


was always a good thing. 


Though Marko still missed Tommy. He was rotated out with another man named Jorg but Marko rarely talked 
to the man. Jorg preferred to keep to himself and Marko didn't want to push. 


Marko continued on, passing the various things he'd built over the years. Restaurants of all different types 
were closed in the mornings, but opened later for the lunch and dinner rushes. The tiny bar his father added 
way back when had been upgraded into a larger one with simple food options this time. It still only opened after 
shift but it lasted until ten at night. No problems had come up because of it so Marko left it that way. 


He walked into the main factory floor and glanced up at the ceiling. It mirrored the night sky filled with 
twinkling stars and constellations. Marko always loved looking up at the sky as a kid, so it made sense to add it. 
Thanks to the magic of the factory, the stars and constellations moved in real time across the makeshift sky 
as if there was no roof above. 

The working area was redesigned shortly after Marko disabled the elevator. Old cranks and wheels from his 
grandfather's time were replaced with shiny steel machines and handles. The workers seemed to like the new 


layout, going so far as to tell him every day since he changed it fifty years ago. 


Ahti snorted when Marko arrived. "I half expected you to make on your deal with Tony and show up in your 


underwear." 


Marko chuckled, glancing down at Tony who was surrounded by the workers like always. "I thought about it, and 
then | thought about dealing with pneumonia on an important day like this." 


Ahti smiled, his short gray hair flopping over his eyes. He pushed it to the side and turned to Marko. "How 
about setting up a barber shop for your next project? My hair is getting out of control." 


Marko laughed. "Your hair is always that length. Why is it bugging you now?" 

"No idea. Maybe l'm just getting too old" 

Marko grinned. "Well you must be a nice ripe old age of 200 by now." 

Ahti rolled his eyes, a grin crossing his lips. "And | don't look a day over seventy thank you very much" 


Tony spoke up before going into his song. "This is an important day for us. Today marks the one billionth cloud 


created and honestly we couldn't have done it without everyone in this room. Your tireless effort has put this 


factory into the record books and | just wanted to say thank you." 

The workers cheered all around him, raising their fists into the air. Ahti and Marko grinned from above. 
"That being said, | thought | might do something different this time." 

Marko's eyebrow rose. 

The workers murmured amongst themselves. 


Tony chuckled. "Don't worry I'll still do my song, but | thought you guys on the floor might help me out with 
the choruses. Would you like that?" 


They all cheered in unison. 


Tony gave Marko a wink and broke into his song. He stopped to let his audience say the chorus parts and then 
continued on for the rest. 


Marko watched from above, as he had for most of his life. He smiled at his favorite parts, namely the face 
changing part in the middle, and sighed. 
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A week later Marko woke up with a twinge in his chest. It only lasted a few seconds but it made him frown, He 


brushed it off as just being tired all of the time. 


Tony had been right, getting older was about watching things flash past. Like somehow time gets faster as you 


get older. Or maybe it was just a matter of relishing it more as a young man 


Marko shuffled on to his office to get some work done. He hadn't thought up very many wishes lately and he 
felt he was lagging behind. 


It was harder to think of new ones when you've managed to fill fifty years worth of them already. Not to 


mention the tens of thousands his relatives had already done before him. 


Marko frowned, another twinge in his chest when he got up from his chair to pace around the room. Maybe it 


was a pulled muscle or something? 


He walked outside his office, ignoring another twinge his chest and heading over to stand next to Ahti to watch 


the workers. 


Ahti's eyebrow rose. "You ok?" 


Marko nodded, frowning at yet another twinge in his chest. "Yeah." 


Ahti shook his head, grabbing Marko's arm when his body started to sway on his feet. "No, you're not.” He 
held Marko's body upright. "Tony! Help me!" 


Tony scrambled off his perch, running up the stairs two at a time when he realized it was something wrong 


with Marko. 
Ahti laid Marko down on the ground and started to touch around his body. 


Marko's weak hand tried to push him away. Tony grabbed a hold of it, interlocking it with his own. "Let him 
look, Make. Ahti knows what he's doing." 


Marko swallowed hard, "It went away before." 

Tony's eyes widened. "What went away before? You never told me something was bothering you." 
Marko bit his lip. "I felt this weird thing over my chest earlier. But it went away after a few seconds." 
Ahti let go of Marko's arm and touched over his heart. He let his eyes close. 

Marko frowned and gasped for air. "What is..is Ahti doing?" 

Tony bit his lip. "He's looking for the problem." 

"How?" 


Tony swallowed hard, watching Ahti's face fill with a deep frown. "He has this ability to see into things and find 


problems. Usually he only needs to do it with the machines. I'm not even sure if he's done it on people." 
Ahti's eyes drifted open "Yes, | have a few times." 
Marko blinked, his eyes feeling heavy for some reason. "What..what did you see?" 


Ahti glanced over at Tony before answering. "H's your heart. Its out of rhythm and its slowing." 


Ahti rubbed at his eyes with the back of his hand. "I..yes, Marko, you are." 
Tears rolled down to Tony's face. "You can't fix it?" 


Ahti brushed the tears away. "No, it's too damaged. Over time the heart just stops working for some people." 


Marko nodded, blinking hard to keep awake. He glanced over at Tony with half lidded eyes. "I love you. Wanted to 


spend my life with you and..l did. | wish there was some way for me to..to be with you always... 
Tony leaned down and kissed Marko's closed eyes. "Stay with me, Make. Please wake up for me?" 
Ahti shook his head. "There's no use. He's..he's gone." He stumbled to his feet, not bothering to brush away the 
tears rolling down his face and calling out to the factory floor. "This is it, men. Our time has come to a close. 


The last Paasikoski is..dead" 


The workers stopped their movement, the factory going dark around them and the machines grinding to a halt. 
They removed their hats to mourn for Marko, and for Tony's loss. 


A worker at the very end of the line was the only one to catch a glimpse of a golden spark flying out of the 
factory. 


And then it all began to break apart under their feet. 


Chapter 5 


Ahti and Tony were shuffled forward to the assignment room. Both wore frowns and sloping shoulders. 


Various higher ups milled around the area, half casting glances at them but most times they went about their 


business. 


Tony bit his lip to stop the tears from falling. He didn't want break down here of all places. They would dismiss 
his feelings for Make as nothing important, just like his life was now. 


Ahti slumped in his chair, glancing over at Tony every couple minutes. Their lives were now tied together 


whether they liked it or not. 

A man wearing a dark suit came out of an office with sheets of paper in his hands and called their names. 
Ahti gripped Tony's shoulder before they got to their feet and followed the man into his office. 

This was the end of their lives. 

At the very least they had the chance to face it together. 

FREKKE 

The man sat behind a large desk. "You both should know why you're here." 

Ahti and Tony nodded in unison. 


"Good, and you also know what happens at this point. You've served the Paasikoski family for over a hundred 


years and now it's time for others to serve in your stead." 


Tony snorted, shaking his head. "There is nothing to serve. The Paasikoski line is dead. It died with Make, who 
was the last in line.” He bit his lip to stop it from trembling. "He..he died in my arms." 


The man nodded. "Yes, I'm aware of that. And the fact that you developed feelings for him. Even going so far 
as convincing him to stay with you and to not further the bloodline.” 


"No, | did nothing of the sort. Make knew his father hated having to produce a son to keep the factory alive, 
so he decided to end that tradition. He believed that hate breeding more hate would be wrong." 


The man shuffled the papers on his desk. "Regardless, that cloud factory is now gone. It will be up to new 
recruits to build another." 


Ahti sat forward. "Why a hundred years? The workers can go on for thousands of years and not have to 


retire." 

The man snorted, motioning to Tony. "You should know the answer to that. Its to prevent either of you from 
developing feelings for them and thereby destroying the factory in the process." He adjusted his glasses. "It 
was determined way before you two were created that a hundred years was about the point where 


supervisors would start to develop a strong bond with the family line." 


Tony bit his lip. "Then why not rotate us out like you do with the workers? That would stop us from 


developing feelings as you call it and give others the chance to serve." 

The man leaned back in his chair. "The cloud factory owners argued against it, because then they would have 
to retrain new people coming in. Factory workers are already trained and know what to do in any situation. Your 
jobs are a little more complicated and throwing someone new into all of that would be counterproductive." 

Ahti glanced up. "Then why not put us into something else? Higher management for example?" 

The man sighed. "There's no need for tricksters in this work environment." 

Tony rolled his eyes. "If that's all you think | did, then you don't know anything about me." 

The man turned around and grabbed a large folder out of a cabinet. He opened and started to read. “Tony 
Kakko is disruptive and causing others to falter in their working ability on the factory floor. He ignores 
repeated attempts to fall in line." 


Tony sighed. "That doesn't mean | can't change." 


The man's eyebrow rose. "Can you? Somehow | doubt that, Mr. Kakko. You were born a trickster and will 


continue on as one for the rest of your life.” 
Ahti blinked. "What about me? I'm not a trickster like Tony is." 
Tony glanced over at Ahti with a frown but said nothing. 


The man grabbed another folder, half the size of Tony's, and opened it to look at the contents. "It is true that 


we've never received any complaints about your work ability, but there's also a decided lack of praise.” 
Ahti stared at the man. "What's that supposed to mean?" 


The man closed the folder. "You've done nothing to stand out in your job. You complete it as you're supposed 
to, but there is nothing to differentiate you from the rest of the pack." He nodded to himself. "No, | feel its 
best that you are both retired at the same time. After all you started this together as well” 


Tony snorted, looking over at Ahti. "Face it, you're stuck with me old man 

Ahti rolled his eyes. "Like you're so much younger than | am. You only hide it with magic" 

The man cleared his throat, but they weren't listening anymore. 

"Hell yeah, | do. Who the hell wants a magic user that looks like an old man with a beard?" 

Ahti snorted. "What about Gandalf from those ring books? He was really old and they all followed him" 


"Yeah but he didn't do magic for morale. He did it to fight bad troll guys and swing around that cool looking 
staff." 


Ahti rolled his eyes. "Whatever you say, Tony." 
"Enough!" 


Both men turned to the look at the man behind the desk. Tony arched an eyebrow. "What now? Can't you see 


we're busy discussing important things?" 
Ahti bit back a laugh. 


The man got up from his desk and motioned for them to follow. "You will now be placed in your retirement 


buildings." 
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Tony glanced over at Ahti as they approached an older woman at a desk. "We're here to get placed, | guess." 
The woman looked up and snorted. "Well if it isn’t little Tony Kakko. All tricked out now?" 

Tony groaned and mumbled, "Mrs. Nurnenen" 


"I originally placed both of you for the Paasikoski family. Apparently you felt the need to kill that line after five 


generations." 
Anger flashed in Tony's eyes. He opened his mouth to protest but Ahti stopped him. 


Ahti looked down at Mrs. Nurnenen. "Just give us our assignments. There's not need to rile him up. He's been 


through enough in the past couple days." 


Tony looked away, biting his lip and pushing his emotions for Make to the side again. His hands shook at his 
sides. 


Mrs. Nurnenen rolled her eyes. "Yes, so I've heard. Developed feelings for someone he could never even have 


forever. Seems like a stupid thing to do." 


Tony turned around, fists tightening at his sides. "And what would a hag like you know about love? You pathetic 
old bag!" 


Mrs. Nurnenen typed something into the computer. "That outburst just bought you a month in solitary 


confinement. Care to add more time to it?" 

Ahti pinched the bridge of his nose. "Just give us our assignments. I've asked nicely twice now." 

"Very well. You two are assigned to Section S-A. That is after you serve your one month in confinement.” 
Ahti frowned at her. "You mean Tony has to serve it 

"No, both of you do. That's to ensure neither of you think about trying anything else before you get there." 


Ahti groaned and took the papers from the counter. He turned to Tony once they were out of earshot and 
grumbled, "See, this is why you always got into trouble in the past. Learn to accept it and move on" 


Tony rolled his eyes and pressed the elevator button. "Like you weren't ready to abandon me for your own 


selfish gains back there." 


Ahti flushed and got inside the elevator. It was exactly like the one in the factory had been. No buttons or 


switches to flip for a destination. 

It was a one way trip to their future. 

SRB RB EK 

Solitary confinement was just that - solitary. 

They were placed in separate cells with a buffer between so they couldn't talk to each other. 


Ahti spent his time sleeping and thinking about what their retirement would really be like. He surmised he'd 
probably be spending a lot of time in solitary if Tony kept running his mouth. 


Tony, meanwhile, spent his time thinking about Marko and crying himself to sleep most days. He barely ate 


what food was given to him. His will to live was slowly slipping away. 


When the guards came for them after their last day, Ahti couldn't bite back the gasp in seeing how bad Tony 


looked when he was removed from his cell. 


Ahti grabbed Tony's arm to pull him closer in order to speak without the guards hearing. "You look like hell. 
What happened in there?" 


Tony's face scrunched up, his eyes bloodshot from crying and swaying on his feet. "I miss him, Ahti. | don't... 
don't want to live in a life without him." 


Ahti sighed, eyeing the two guards in front of them before answering. "I had a feeling the link was too strong. 
You're experiencing the after effects, just like Marko did earlier on" 


Tony nodded, rubbing at his stinging eyes. "Except it's ten times worse now. The link has been severed 
completely. It won't come back because..because..he's dead" 


The guards led them into the main part of the building, one that they never got to see when the first arrived. 


Ahti blinked at the early morning sun and looked around the area. There were men milling around, chatting and 


playing sports on courts. "What? This is the retirement area?" 

One of the guards pushed them along. "This is the main area, yes." 

"So we're not locked away like we just were?" 

"No, that's only for those who harm themselves or others. 

Ahti snorted. "And apparently for those who speak their minds." 

The other guard chuckled. "You told off Mrs. Nurnenen, didn't you?" 

Ahti stared at him, dragging Tony along by the arm. "How did you know that?" 


"She likes to send people who do to solitary. At least you're finally rid of her. You're not under her watch when 


you're here. Just ours and we're pretty lenient on most things.” 


Ahti snorted and followed the guards to a building labeled S-A. Tony shuffled along with him, eyes on the 


ground the whole time. 


The guards walked over to a bank of elevators. One of them turned to face Ahti. "You two have rooms next 


door to each other. They're on the fifth floor, rooms Slb and 517.” 
Ahti nodded. "What about our clothes?" 


They all climbed into the elevator. 


"They're in your rooms. Like the factories you came from, it works on the same premise. Just think of what 


you want and it will create it" 

Tony mumbled under his breath, "I want Make back." 

The guard frowned at Tony. "lm sorry, it can't bring back people." 

They exited the elevator, but the guards stopped short. The same one who had been talking to them smiled 
and motioned down the hall. "Your rooms are toward the middle of the hallway. We don't need to escort you 


any further. Try to have fun while you're here. Its not so bad once you get used to it" 


The second guard piped in "Let us know if you need anything or are having problems with others. We'll deal 
with it." 


With that, they headed back into the elevator and waved goodbye. 

Ahti sighed and pulled Tony along. "Come on, we might as well get to our rooms: 
Tony just nodded absently, mumbling Marko's nickname over and over again 
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Ahti slumped down at a table to eat his lunch. He'd been squirreling away food for Tony, who refused to leave 
his room but hardly ever ate it anyway. 


The need to keep Tony alive was wearing on him. He could have just let him to die, but it didn't seem right. 
Marko wouldn't have wanted Tony to waste away like that and Ahti was determined to not let it happen 


Still, he couldn't watch Tony for the rest of his life, such as it was. 
A snort rang out next to him. "You look like hell, man" 

Ahti glanced up to see a guy with clear blue eyes and a long beard looking at him. "Huh?" 
The man laughed. "I said you look like hell. It aint that bad here" 


Ahti shook his head. "It's not that" He stopped to sigh. "My friend is sick. Well ok, not sick as a cold but sick 


with grief. He lost someone close to him and doesn't seem to want to continue living." 
The man nodded. "I've heard of that happening. He got too close to the master?" 


"Yeah, he fell in love with him. So much so that the master, as you call him, gave up on trying to have a son 


to spend the rest of his life with him." 


The man's eyes widened. "Whoa, that's definitely a serious situation" He itched his beard. "Does that mean you 


witnessed a factory falling apart?" 


Ahti nodded. "Yes, it was awful. Everything just fell apart all around us that | thought we would die from it. 


Then the next thing | remembered was being in the waiting area for reassignment" 
"Yeah, same. Though without the factory falling apart. It was just time to go for me." 


Ahti bit his lip. "Still, | worry about Tony. I've never seen him so void of life. As a magic user he was always 


bouncing back from setbacks, but he can't seem to bounce from this one." 
The man held out his hand. "Name's Henkka." 
Ahti blinked and took it. "Ahti." 


"Look Ahti, you need to give him something to live for. Get him outside to reflect. Letting him sulk in his 
bedroom isn't going to help him." 


Ahti nodded, pushing his food tray to the side. "I know that, but Tony is difficult to handle." 
Henkka grinned and got up. "Then lets handle him together." 


Ahti stared at him. "You want to help me?" 


Henkka shrugged. "Why not? There's not much to do and my friend Pasi is off playing field hockey so | got 
nothing to do." 


Ahti blinked, shuffling to his feet. "Uh, ok." 


Henkka smiled, leading Ahti to the garbage. "That's the spirit. Let's see if we can get your friend outside and 
enjoying the fresh air." 


Ahti nodded and deposited his tray on the shelf. He wondered if this was a bad idea. 


KEKEKE 


Tony was where Ahti left him this morning, laying in his bed staring at the ceiling. He didn't even notice Ahti 
and Henkka were there until they spoke. 


"Did you get some sleep, Tony?" asked Ahti. 


Tony shrugged under the covers, his eyes never leaving the ceiling above. 


Henkka glanced up at the ceiling, eyes growing wide when he realized it was the night sky above. "Whoa, how did 
you get it to do that?" 


Tony mumbled, "Magic." 


Henkka blinked and then nodded. "Oh right, Ahti told me you were a magic user. Well, its really cool looking sky. 


Never seen one so elaborate." 


Tony's face scrunched up. "Make used to have it on the ceiling of the factory. We..we used to watch it some 
rights. After the workers were gone." 


Henkka snorted and pushed past Ahti. "Ok, its time to get you some fresh air. You can't live the rest of your 
life like this. Come on, let's go." 


Tony stopped looking at the ceiling and turned to stare at Henkka. "Who..who are you?" 


Henkka smiled. "I'm Henkka and I'm here to get you outside. Its a beautiful sunny day out there. The birds are 


singing and animals are playing, but you won't get to see that in here." 

"Singing... used to sing." 

Henkka's eyebrow rose. "Oh yeah? At the factory?" 

"Yeah. Every morning and night. The workers liked it so | kept doing it every day. Make..Make would watch too." 
Henkka pulled the covers off Tony's body. "He's probably still watching up in heaven" 


Tony shook his head, his weak hands trying to pull the blankets back on but Henkka wouldn't let him. "He's..he's 
still at the factory. Haunting it for all eternity.’ 


Henkka frowned. "Why would he still be there? It's not like he died there." 


Ahti sighed from behind Henkka. "He did die there. Marko disabled the elevator so he couldn't leave the 
factory." 


The frown deepened on Henkka's face. "I've heard of that kind of thing happening but I've never seen it myself.” 
"He's..he's doomed because of me." 
Henkka sighed. "Probably." He shrugged and pulled Tony to sit up in bed. "Then again, the world works in 


mysterious ways. Who's to say that he didn't get put somewhere else?" Tony tried to lay back down but 
Henkka held fast. "No Tony, you need fresh air." 


"Why are you doing this?" 


Henkka smiled, motioning over to Ahti. "He needed some help so l'm helping. It's a shame to be miserable when 


there's so much to do here. You just have to give it a chance." 
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They managed to get Tony outside under the warm rays of the sun 

Tony blinked in the sunlight, bringing his hand up to shield his eyes. "It's bright out here." 


Henkka laughed and guided Tony along toward the sports fields. "Compared to that dark room, yeah it is. You 


get used to it over time." 
Ahti bit his lip and blocked their path. "Maybe he's not really ready for this." 


Henkka snorted and pushed Ahti to the side. "You wanted my help with Tony so I'm helping. Trust me, | know 


what I'm doing. Seen this many times before and managed to get most of them functioning." 
Ahti's eyebrow rose. "Most?" 


Henkka frowned but said nothing. Instead he moved Tony to sit down on the bench near the field. "Sit. My friend 
Pasi is playing for the blue and white team." 


Ahti sat on the other side of Tony's slumped form. He pulled out napkin of food from his coat. "You want 
something to eat, Tony?" 


Tony shook his head, eyes glancing up to see groups of men chase each other across a field. 
Men of all different sizes ran around with small sticks, whacking a ball down a field 
Tony frowned. "What are they playing?" 


Henkka laughed. "You really haven't gotten out much. It's field hockey. We have a league and everything. Twelve 


teams go at it every spring and summer." 
Ahti blinked "There are seasons here?" 


Henkka nodded. "Yep, it's part of the magic in this area. Before it was the same season over and over again and 
the guys started to get depressed and restless. Eventually they changed it so it would cycle like the regular 


seasons do - winter, spring, summer, fall." 


"We only got to witness the seasons through the factory windows. I've never experience it for real before. | 
wonder what snow feels like." 


Henkka grinned. "You definitely will eventually. It's spring now, so you got some time before it snows again" 
Ahti frowned. "Time runs at the same rate here?" 


Henkka nodded, waving at a tall man with a mass of curls on top of his head. "Yep, mirroring the real world out 


there." 
"So we age and die here?" 


Henkka sighed, turning to Ahti. "Well, not quite. We can choose to die, but it's not as simple as just harming 
yourself" 


The crowd further down in the stands cheered when the ball went into the net. Blue and white streamers 


came down from the sky. 


Henkka grinned and pointed to the field. "Look, Pasis team won! They've been underdogs for a long time. I'm so 
proud of him." 


The man with the head full of curls ran over to Henkka and tackled him for a hug. "We won!" 

Henkka laughed, letting his friend hold him tight. "I saw!" 

Pasi let go of Henkka and flushed when he saw Tony and Ahti. "Um, hi. Are you new friends of Henkka's?" 
Ahti nodded. "Yeah, | met him in the lunchroom" 

Pasi laughed at Henkka. "Did you try to cheer up another newbie?" 


Henkka flushed. "It doesn't seem right to have people sad to be here. Sure, you're here for life but it's not 


we're in some kind of prison We can do whatever we want here, just as long as it doesn't harm others." 
Pasi looked down at Tony and frowned. "What's wrong with him? Doesn't he talk?" 


"He's a work in progress. This is the first time he's been outside since he got here. Probably been stuck in his 


room for months." 
Ahti glanced away to stare at the now empty field. "Well, the first month we were locked up in solitary." 


Henkka's eyes widened. "You had to go there first? No wonder he's a mess. That place gives me the creeps and 
I've never even been in it" He stopped to shake his head. "I'd go mad in something like that. No one to talk to 


and just with my thoughts." 
Pasi nodded and frowned. "I'm surprised the other new recruit hasn't gone there yet." 
Ahti blinked. "What other new recruit? | thought Tony and | were the only ones who were new." 


Pasi glanced over at Henkka before continuing. "There was one other. And maybe he actually came with you 
two because he's been here for a few months. Keeps to himself and hasn't spoken that | know of" 


"Wait, he hasn't spoken at all?" 


A frown covered Henkka's face. "No. l.l tried to get him to but he wouldn't. | managed to get him outside 
instead of sulking inside his room, but that's about it." 


Pasi grinned. "Well, not all. He's a good field hockey player too." He nodded to the right side of the field. "I played 
against his team today. He's over there by the goalpost.” 


Tony chose that moment to glance up. He stared at the solitary figure standing on the field 

Ahti watched him. "Tony?" 

Tony blinked, shaking his head. "No. It can't be" 

"Tony? What's wrong?" 

Tony stumbled to his feet, his body swaying, weakened from lack of food. "He..no..it can't be" 

Pasi steadied him. "Careful, you're going to fall over. Here, sit back down and gather your strength 
Tony shook his head, pushing Pasis hands away. "No.l." 


Ahti reached out to grab Tony as he passed. "Tony? Tony!" 


Tony broke into a run, his body shaking with each passing second. He pushed himself toward the man by the 
goalpost. 


Pasi, Henkka, and Ahti ran after him, calling his name and telling him to stop. 
But Tony pushed on harder. He had to get there. 
The man by the goal post turned in time to see someone coming for him. 


Tony collapsed on the ground a few feet away, his legs giving out under the strain and landing face first into 


the grass. 
The man ran over to him, helping him to sit up. He froze when he caught a glimpse of Tony's face. 


Tears ran down Tony's face, words tumbling out of his mouth. "It can't..it can't... 


Pasi arrived there first and yelled down at Tony. "Are you crazy? You're going to get yourself injured like 
that!" 


really are here." 
Tony's shaky hands reached out to cup the man's face and mumbled, "Make." 


Marko held Tony tight and kissed him. Once they parted, Marko snuggled into his warmth and breathed in his 
scent. "| tried..tried to find you when | first got here. | was scared that | was in the wrong place - that | 


would never see you again" 

Tony cried into Marko's chest, gasping for a breath that his tired body didn't want him to have. "Make." 
Marko stroked Tony's back, trying to calm his breathing. "It's ok, I'm here." 

Tony's eyes drifted shut, his hand fumbling to touch over Marko's heart. He had to be sure Marko was really 
there. That this wasn’t some delirious haze brought on by not eating. A small smile moved across his face, the 
hard pounds of Marko's heart thumping under his fingers. 

Marko smiled, kissing Tony's forehead and knowing what he was searching for. "It's beating again 

Ahti shook his head. "I don't understand. How are you here?" 

Marko glanced up, smiling at Ahti. "The factory." 

| don't understand." 

Marko chuckled, letting Tony burrow under his chin, hand still over his heart. "I didn't either, but it told me 
when | lost consciousness that it was granting my dying wish. | didn't know what it meant until | woke up here." 
He rubbed at his eyes. "It used the last of its power to do this and | have no way to say thank you." 

Henkka grinned, coming out from behind Pasi. "It knows. Factories may come and go, but it knows you're 


thankful. It wouldn't have done what it did if it didn't care." He pushed the tears out of his eyes. "And l'm glad 


you're talking again 


Marko flushed. "lm sorry for that. | just... had nothing to say to you. Not that | didn't like you, | just needed to 


find Tony at that moment. And he wasn't there...well, until now." 
Tony's eyes drifted shut, exhaustion finally taking over and passing out in security of Marko's arms. 


It would be ok now. 


Epilogue 


Four months later Tony and Henkka cheered from the new stands Marko helped build a month ago. The stands 


now circled around the whole field instead of just on the sides. 
Pasi's team was playing against Marko's in the finals. 
The teams were going back and forth across the field, low scoring and tied late in the second half of the game. 


Tony jumped to his feet, watching Marko race down the field with the ball. He yelled out amongst the cheers, 
"Go, Make, Go!" 


Henkka chuckled at Tony's enthusiasm, silently egging Pasi on to catch him. 

Marko stopped short and took his shot. Only thirty seconds left in the game. 

Tony held his breath, watching the ball move in slow motion toward the goal 

The ball bounced off the side of the pipe and into the net past the diving goalkeeper. 


Time seemed to stop for a second and then the stands erupted in the dying final seconds. Blue and yellow 


streamers rained down from the skies, covering the field and the players. 


Tony jumped up and down, waving at Marko from the sidelines. Henkka clapped for Marko's triumph, eying the 
look of disappointment on Pasi's face. 


Marko was piled upon by all of his teammates, grinning so hard his face started to hurt. Eventually they got 
off him and pulled him into the air on their shoulders. They sang and danced with him up there, cheering for 


their win. 


Tony watched them, his eyes connecting with Marko's while they marched the field. He wiggled his eyebrows at 
Marko and got a dirty grin as a response. 


Marko's teammates deposited him on the ground as they went for the trophy. He bypassed them, heading off 
the field to stand in front of Tony. 


Tony's chuckled, grabbing Marko's hand and pulling him close. "Looks like we have something to celebrate 


tonight." 
Marko kissed along Tony's neck. "That's not the only thing.’ 


Tony pulled back and arched an eyebrow. "Oh?" 


Marko cupped Tony's face and whispered on his lips. "Today is our 50th anniversary together. 
Tony stared at him. "Oh wow, you're right. You came to the factory in late August.’ 


"And if this place goes the same way that reality does, its our anniversary today. Fifty years of being 
together." 


Tony leaned his forehead against Marko's. "There's no one I'd rather spend my life with." 
Marko flushed, stroking Tony's hair. "Here's to another fifty years?" 


Tony grinned, snuggling into Marko's arms. "You're on" 


